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CHAPTER I. 

A WILD-GOOSE CHASE. 

Let me premise that I am an AustraKan, and 
may, consequently, be more or less disposed to 
look with an imconsciously prejudiced eye upon 
things European in general, but especially upon 
things Irish ; for it was in Ireland that I spent 
the greater portion of the first weary days of 
my exile : and it is in Ireland that the scene of 
this history is laid. 

Four years had elapsed since I had looked 
my last upon my native land: four years, during 
which I had seen neither opossum nor kan- 
garoo : four years, during which I had gazed 
upon white swans and leafless trees, and had 
felt what it was to be a stranger on a foreign 
shore. 

I had left my home for the purpose of study- 
VOL. r. B 
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ing an honourable profession, for the master- 
ing of which sufficient opportunities were not 
then afforded in my own country. I reached 
England in the winter, or rather in the begin- 
ning* of spring, and shall never forget the feel- 
ing of wonder, not to say dismay, with which 
I beheld the skeleton trees, visible here and 
there, on the banks of the Mersey. 

I imagined, not imnaturally, that some terri- 
ble bush-fire had recently desolated the country 
round, and marvelled how the houses had 
escaped; but a remark which I made to that 
effect to a group of my fellow-passengers, was 
received with such roars of laughter, that I 
soon perceived I had made some ridiculous 
mistake, and hastened to explain that I was 
merely joking. It was a long time, however, 
before the impression wore entirely away. 

My mind was filled with conflicting emotions, 
in which, I think, amazement predominated, as 
our vessel was slowly tugged up the river to 
the berth she was to occupy until her living 
cargo was discharged. I had never seen so 
many ships together before, and I felt, very 
unnecessarily, humiliated by the comparison I 
mentally instituted between my father's native 
land and my own. 
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Isay ^^unnecessarily," for uponlanding I found 
the difference between Liverpool and Melbourne 
not nearly as great as I had anticipated. True, 
the former is larger, and has miles of docks, 
whereas my native city then had none; but 
both are busy, bustling places, both are fre- 
quented by crowds of strangers from every 
corner of the globe ; and both rush to the dis- 
charge of the daily duties of a commercial life 
with an alacrity and zest, a restless thirsting 
after gain, utterly unknown in the ci-devant 
capital which for several years was my com- 
pulsory dwelling-place. 

Yes, Liverpool is undoubtedly a larger town 
than Melbourne ; but, in my opinion, the latter 
has the advantage over her English rival in the 
possession of an incomparably clearer sky, a 
warmer atmosphere, and decidedly handsomer 
streets and public buildings. 

I had no acquaintances in Liverpool ; my 
fellow-passengers promptly dispersed to their 
several destinations, and I was left alone — alone 
in the midst of thousands. 

A feeling of desolation came over mo, ten 
times more intense than if I had been hopelessly 
lost in the Mallee Scrub, or some kindred im- 
penetrable wilderness. The waiter at the hotel 
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. -where I hxA pot up had a liOEother in Australia, 
as he iBformieii me; and ^lai fieu^ foiming, aa 
it were, a^eoxmectixig link between us, he 
interested himself greatlj it my behali^-r-not 
without remun^tion^ of eouxse,— and procured 
a conyeyance to lake me and mj luggage to the 
darenee Dodk ; whence that evening I found 
myself once more upon Ihe seA dn my way ta 
Dublin, where ^my mo&er had relations, witib 
whom it had been arranged I was to reside 
until the c^mipletion of my term of pupilage. 

They rec^Ted me Tery kindly, and I soon 
began tofeel tosome degree at home among my 
new-found relatiyes ; though ihere was much to 
annoy and disgust, and but little to attract me 
in my new abode., 

; Spring, howerer, was advancing, And one 
great bugbear, the leafless trees, soon dis- 
appeared; and beforf long I gazed upon a 
vegetation g^eeuar and fresher than anjrthing I 
had ever seen, or could possibly have imagined. 
In fact, I shortly foimd myself ready to' admit 

, that a winter of six months' duration was not 
too high a price to pay for the resurrection of 
the year." 

I had heard much, whilst at home, of the 
wonderful songs of the birds in Europe, but 
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must confess that I was disappointed in them 
all, especially the thrush: and then their 
plumage ! 

" They are neat, but not gaudy," observed 
a Mend to whom I had confided my feelings 
on the subject. 

"Very neat," I replied; "but I wish you 
'Could see and hear our lowries and magpies, 
which are equally pleasing to the eye and ear." 

I was soon deeply engaged in my studies, 
but nevertheless pined, with a sickening sense 
of longing, for the dear old familiar faces and 
the dear old familiar scenes at home. 

No green leaves, no melodious song-birds, 
could compensate me for their loss. But I was 
not to be companionless for ever. 

In one of my rambles through an obscure 
quarter of the city, I discovered a bird-shpp 
where were caged a number of parrots from 
my native land. A cockatoo, a rosella paroquet, 
and several pairs of love-birds — we call them 
budgerygars : I stopped and stared at the cap- 
tives with tears in my eyes. 

Were we not fellow-prisoners ? Fellow-exiles, 
at any rate ? 

I spoke to them, and that cockatoo positively 
recognized me. 
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Me Ikad be^isittii^ p^ch^ 
, ^ -iidnking, no doubt, of ilie borne be bad lost, and 
the dear ones be bad left behind among tbe 
iaron^i4ie giinif trees in the tM, £i»nilar busb; 
^iiit as Soon mi lm hm&k )sij i^e be ajossed 
bimself, shook bis beautiM snowy plumage, 
idxpanded his sulphur orest, and isKsreamed his^ 
secognition of bis ieUo^-countrymaa with a 
vigour thai vrmi my heart upcm Ibe «pot. I 
bouglit bbn: I )foougbt 1^ xoseUa paaroquet,^ 
mnd a pair of bud^rygars, and brought them 
home in Mnmph, to mj aunt's lajmiligated 
disgust. ' 

As i^ie siuiuner adyaiiced I took Icmg walks- 
^to the coiu^y during mj leisure |u^s, and, 
in spite of the inyidio^ waMs tibat shut out 
' nature from my sight mi evwy side, saw that 
was beautiM,--^mdiu>jr spots rei^ 
impleasanjdy of home. 

Whm wmter iseturndd it foimd me resigned 
to my &te, or st least desirous j&£ being m 
resigned j but ibe falling leaves, the shojcfcening 
hours of daylight, and the keen east winds, 
more piercing than anything I had ever expe- 
rienced in my life before, except, perhaps, the 
icy breezes blowing over the snowy mountains 
of the southern polar regions, with which I had 
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made acquaintance during the passage round 
Cape Horn, upset my equanimity again ; and 
more than once I felt strongly tempted to throw 
up my studies and go home : but love for my 
profession, as I would fain have persuaded 
myself, prevailed ; and I remained to do battle 
with the rigour of the climate, and all the 
thousand sources of discomfort that surrounded 
me on every side. 

Several years passed away, not uneventfully, 
and I grew gradually accustomed to the people 
among whom I lived : unconsciously I acquired, 
at least in some measure, their mode of speech ; 
insensibly I adopted their habits, and began to 
feel rather more at home ; the green leaves of 
spring, and the naked twigs of winter, ceased 
to affect me either pleasurably or otherwise. 
My Mends very often permitted themselves to 
congratulate me upon my acclimatization — 
they were too well bred to say ^^civilization," 
but I knew that was what they meant ; and 
thoughts even occurred to me, now and then, 
' that a man might spend his days with some 
degree of comfort in the old country, after all. 

The long-looked-for day of my emancipation 
at length drew near ; my course of study was 
brought to a close, the horrors of a public 



8 DOCSrOB MIBBLETON'S DAUmTEB. 

examination were suceesfirfblly braved, and I 
was free. 

Yes, free to practise the profesrion of my 
choice in any part of the world I might select; . 
free to retam, without let or l^drance, to my 
native land, where m^ &ther and many friends 
were anxiously expecting me — ^but I lingered. 

Yes, strange *to say, I lingered. When the 
door of my cage was thrown open, and I was 
at length permitted to choose between captivity 
and freedom, I hesitated I Like a Ibng-im,- 
prisoned bird, I feared to exercise my unaccus- 
tomed wings, and loitered near th^ spot which 
I had once so thoroughly hated, but had ahnost 
begun to love. 

"You really ought to see some more of the 
country," urged my friends, "before you.finaUy 
make up your mind to kave us." 

They little knew that I. was no longer a free 
agent; but I answered, "I have seen quite 
enough of it, thank you, and must hurry 
home." 

But I did nothing of the sort. 

" Old fellow," insinuatingly pleaded one 
whom I had grown to consider as a brother, 
" you have nothing on earth to do, and I am 
particularly busy just at present ; will you take 
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a run down for me to Dumfemaghalee, and 
canvass on my behalf? " 

" Cool ! " I replied. Dumfema-what-d'ye- 
call-it is at the very confines of the habitable 
world ; one step beyond and I must find my- 
self landed in the middle of next week, or at 
any rate the Atlantic Ocean." 

" No fear," replied my Mend, who had picked 
up some of my colonialisms. I yielded. 

When my heart was beating a wonderfully 
accelerated measure at the thought of home, I 
yielded to the entreaties of Mendship, and 
directed my steps towards the Ultima Thule of 
the West. 

^^I shall never survive it, I know," I ex- 
claimed, as I bade my chum farewell on the 
platform of the Great Northern. " I am offer- 
ing myself a sacrifice on the altar of friend- 
ship." 

The gods will reward you, old fellow," he 
replied, laughing, as we shook hands through 
the window of the carriage ; and I was whirled 
off on my wild-goose chase : for such my expe- 
dition proved in the end to be, as far as my 
friend was concerned, at all events. 

The morning was dry and cold when we 
started, and we bowled along pleasantly enough. 
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My compani<His were an old cler^^ioEian whom 
I knew by sight, but who, probably, did not 
^collect mm having laid ^es on me before, 
and two .eom£[Htoble-lookmg fanners, who 
alighted at the first d;o|^ping^ph&ce. Need I 
i^serre that I trayelled secc^Ml ? 

As we sped along the lerd «amxtry, with the 
sea on our ri^t hand and %b gr^n fidds on 
our left, I oould have fancied myself traveUing 
up from GeelcHig to Helboume, and wasdbnost 
deluded into a temporary bdbi^ that w^di was 
indeed tibe case, by the great resemblanee be- 
tw^n an iron Ixridge over which we passed 
to one that crosses the Saltwater Biyer at 
Footscray, about as &r distant &om the capital 
of Victoria as this was from the dbirf city of 
Ireland. 

I say " jJmost," for the wcobSl fields and the 
immense hedges and ditches entirely precluded 
the possibility of my entertaining the delusion 
for more than a mom^t. Th^, again^ it was^ 
quite impossible to confound the Irish cabins^ 
which we passed in review from time to time, 
with the neat log-huts of our thrifty settlers. 

Why, in the name of common-sense, cannot 
the peasants of the Green Isle, as they call it, 
put their manure-heaps a little further off from 
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the doors of their abodes? And why, in a 
country where land is of so much value, can 
they not use posts and rails, or at least wire 
fences, to divide their fields, as we do ? 

I once heard a Scotchman — I love Scotch 
folk, and fancy I must be descended from a 
Scot — I once heard a Scotchman declare that 
the Irish were a feckless" race. 

I have not the least idea what he meant, 
though, judging from his manner, I should say 
the expression was depreciating; still, as I 
.know not to what extent, perhaps I had better 
not endorse it. 

We passed several villages, poor-looking 
enough in all conscience, and some handsome 
villa-residences in painful contrast with the 
squalor around; but made no stoppage until 
we reached a town with a hideously guttural 
name, the scene of one of the Protector's most 
terrible exploits ; and there I began to realize 
the fact that I was, indeed, in Ireland. 

Dublin I had become pretty well used to, 
with all its advantages and disadvantages — of 
which latter, and they are many, I was in a 
position to see a good deal ; and I rather fancy 
I have beheld sights in some of its back lanes 
and alleys of which few, if any, of the inha- 
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bitants of its squares and fasluonable suburbs 
baye the least conception. I had grown 
accustomed to such scenes, however, and they 
had ceased to ma>ke any impression on me. 

I had been used to something similaar in 
Melbourne duping the height of the gold fever, 
while visiting, with my father, among the poor 
new arrivals — chiefly Irish, too, by the way^ — 
in the back slums of our city. 

But there such a state of affairs cotdd, of 
necessity, be but of temporary duration : iresk 
-comers soon obtained employment, and with 
good wages came bleanliness and comfort. 

In Dublin, however, dirt and misery, I 
found, were chronic among the lower orders, ^ 
^d I soon grew hardened to the disagreeable 
and distressing fact. But I was not prepared 
to find these sad features of extreme civiliza- 
tion repeated, in all their hidepusness, in the 
country. 

In our "country," which we call "the 
bush," such a state of things is, happily, quite 
unknown. Our country towns are neat and 
pretty in their freshness; with us every one 
has enough to eat, and something to lay by 
for a rainy day, or if he has not, he has no 
one to blame but himself: but in the Irish 
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villages, with a few exceptions, as far as I 
could judge, the city was repeated, again and 
again, in its most exceptionable aspects, and I 
felt sorry and surprised. 

The soil of the country through which we 
had passed seemed to be of inferior quality, 
for the crops were very poor and thin, and 
much of the land was fallow ; but all of it 
was cut up by huge hedges and ditches into 
scraps and parcels of every possible shape and 
ludicrously small dimensions — an improvident 
arrangement, which imparted to the landscape 
the appearance of a sheet of paper covered 
with problems in Euclid, laid side by side. 

The constabulary, — ^fine, soldierly-looking 
fellows, very much like our own up-country 
mounted police, — ^mustered in great force at the 
different stations, and the thought occurred to 
me that they might be on the look-out for 
" Fenians," something similar, I imagined, to 
our biish-rangers, and a name which was then 
in everybody's mouth. 

A few miles further on the country became 
extremely picturesque ; to the left were well 
cultivated fields, and to the right an appa- 
rently prosperous town, situated on the banks 
of a . navigable river, in a sheltered valley, 
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beyond which rose lofty mountain peaks^ visible 
for many miles around. 

After passing this point I noticed tjusk 
fields were much larger than arty I had yet 
seen, the cottages tidier., the great wasfeful 
ditches were replaced by stone widk — " rubble/* 
we term titiesn — built without mortair, and , 
the side of this railway I percei^^d a hanct* 
j3onie build^g, labelled, if I may use the 
word in such connexion, " Scriptural Schools 
showing that we had entered the p^ot^ii^ 
North. 

" There aare two swts V)f people in beland^ 
Bir/' said an old gentleman to me, one day ; 
^ ^ two distinct races ; I mighty indeal, say thlfee : 
the aboii^nal, of Celtic origin, and the 
jscendants of the Scotch and English se^l^rs^; 
somewhat mixed now«a-days, it may be, but 
-stiU sufficiently separate to be discernible at a 
glance.^ The former predominate iu the south 
and west, and the latter in thp east and north ; 
but although , the first enjoy every natural 
advantage of climate, soil, and situation the 
island affords, I should like to know where the 
wealth, industry, and energy of the country 
are to be found ? In the east, sir ; and more 
especially in the sturdy north." 
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So far the old gentleman was, incontro- 
vertibly, in the right. 

"Yes, sir," he continued, "we have two 
distinct races in Ireland, as you have in 
Australia,"— I had told him I came jfrom that 
country, — "the aboriginal and the colonial; 
both equally Irish, and utterly unlike ; equally 
Australian, and totally distinct. You, sir, and 
I are of colonial, and yon open-mouthed clod- 
Tioppers," — ^here he pointed to some of the 
natives who were passing at the time, — 
" hewers of wood and drawers of water in 
every land, whom even the Chinese look down 
on with contempt, and who have just sufficient 
intelligence to grow a few potatoes, and rear a 
pig, which shares their bed ; and the skin-clad 
^ black fellows ' who roam through your bush, 
subsisting on the produce of their chase, which 
they devour raw, — are of aboriginal origin, and 
as different from you and me as black from 
white." 

He added a great deal more to the same 
effect; even going so far as to assert that "no 
amount of civilizing influence could elevate 
a thoroughbred Celt, or an aboriginal Austra- 
lian to the level of the hiunblest of their Saxon 
feUow-countrymen." 
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I need not say tibat I dissent entirely from 
such extravagant sentiments ; but at the time 
I made no remark, hating arguments with 
testy old gentlemen from the bottom of my 
heart. 

The next halt was made at a nice looking 
town, which I shaHi call Dunlenhon, a thriying^ 
and industrious place. I know it has gas- 
works, for I saw them near the station, and it 
is celebrated for its schools, which turn out, as 
I have been informed, some of the best men of 
the Irish University. 

As we made a stoppage of some minutes at 
Dunlennon, I got out of the carriage, for the 
double purpose of stretching my legs, and 
procuring a nobbier," as we say in my 
country, — ^the Irish call it " a thimbleful of the 
crayter," Anglicfe, "something to drink,'— to 
keep out the cold, which was intense. 

The clergyman, to whom I have already 
alluded as my fellow-passenger, caught me in 
the act of replacing the empty glass upon the 
coimter of the "Refreshment Saloon," and threw 
up his eyes and groaned, as if, like Artemus 
Ward's Shaker, he would have said, " Man of 
Sin!" but for the severity of the weather 
having deprived him of the power of utterance. 
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"Oil, sir/' I cheerily remarked, addressing the 
old gentleman, "to grease the wheels of life." 

"Wears them out, my young friend," he 
gloomily replied, and shivered; but whether 
from indignation or the cold, I was unable to 
determine. 

However, I answered him, " Possibly, but 
certainly makes them roll along without creak- 
ing." Whereupon he immediately walked 
out of the bar, without taking any refresh- 
ment whatever. 

Soon afterwards, our course lying through 
the centre of an enormous bog, a terrible 
snow-storm burst upon us, and for miles the 
ground was white, which, as the country 
became mountainous when once we had passed 
the bog, imparted an Alpine appearance to 
the landscape, which to me was as full of 
interest as it was novel, for I had never seen 
anything of the kind before, except at a 
distance, on the Dublin mountains. 

We then crossed a fine river, which, a little 
ftirther on, I could see was spanned by a queer, 
high-backed bridge, that looked, for all the 
world, with its funny little arches, like a huge 
megatheriimi in the act of crawling across the 
stream. 

VOL. I. c 



18 DOCTOR MIDDLETON'8 DAUGHTEB. 



Omara — am not quite sure, of my ortho- 
graphy — ^where we next halted, is a . pretty^ 
comfortable little town, and reminded me 
somewhat of Castlemaine ; although, of course, 
older, mOTe settibd, and especially more Irish, 

A great butter-fair, I was told, was held 
there several times a year, when it was no 
uncommon occurrence for thirty thousatid 
potmds— -sterling, not ofbutter—tochange hands. 
But I cannot help thinking that my informant 
exaggerated. 

Whether or not, Omara seemed to be a^ 
thriving place, where, during a stay of half an 
hour, I did not see a single b^gar — ^a pheno- 
menon which may, certainly, have been due\ 
to tiie fact that tilie poor creatures, who impor- 
tune the traveller for alms dsewhere, w^ne 
there shut up inside a fine range of buildings 
just out of the town, and i^rhich, I learned, on 
inquiry, was the workhouse. 

Thank goodness! we have no such places 
in Australia, and, what is better, no need of 
them ; and I trust and believe we never shall. 

More rivers, and more megatherium bridges ! 
Ireland is a well-watered country, and yet, 
strange to say, the vast motive power thus 
placed by Nature at the disposal of the inha- 
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l)itants is put to little or no use ! What a mine 
of wealth it would be to us in Australia ! 

Albert and Victoria — ^the names of our beloved 
Sovereign and her lamented Consort, make 
themselves audible everywhere, even in dis- 
contented Ireland — are thriving towns, and 
Bannford may be fairly placed in the same 
category. 

At the last-named place I left the railway 
carriage, and embarked myself and my port- 
manteau on board of one of Bianconi's famous 
conveyances, which afford a very delightftJ 
mode of progression, fort hose who like them, 
on a fine summer's day, but are by no means 
conducive to thfe traveller's comfort with the 
thermometer at zero, or below it, and an easterly 
wind, laden with hail and sleet, blowing right 
into his face with a keenness enough almost 
to cut his ears off. 

But for the kindness of a fellow-passenger, 
whom I afterwards met under very different 
circumstances, I believe I should never have 
survived to tell the tale — and no great matter 
either, some may say, but nHmporte. 

At first I thought, judging from his subdued 
manner and shaven cheeks, that he was a priest; 
but after he had produced a flask of excellent 





life iny jWlfckff^^ }vm% 
and certain ^^l^ppif glis^^ wit^ ^hom htBf^ 
fessed to have acquaintance therCj I concluded 

tllEt li6 ID list IjB a SoldiuF J Ijut WBo IJlil 

xmume my former opinion upon Im 
qom&y izi£inmng loe that Brait^ iviiffiQi j 

or to whm^i^MB^m^ 
fid residenmw 

Be liis occupation wKat it may, peace or waj| 
h© had my fewant thanks; for he not 
ttbarad Mb wbitke^ with me, bnt^ as ha^ 

from 13aB 'polfiiice of the wind 

storm which accompanied us all the w&j 
Pemiyletter^ Bl dii^aiu^ of mow thaa 
Irish miles. 

FerhapB| beoauw I Itad more leiBure to 

ftar iiiB fAat^^ plaoalw avir in jn^ 
land. The houses are capital, and the streeti^ 
and shops lit with gas. It contains one 
excellent hotel, at all events, and rather more 
than the usual complement of churches belong- 
ing to the usual conflicting denominations ; but, 
as I was given to imderstand, society there was 
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in a very divided state : no three families being 
on visiting terms with one another. The Arm- 
strongs, for instance, looked down upon the 
Browns, because the latter were on friendly- 
terms with the Smiths, whom the former con- 
sidered quite beneath their notice, in conse- 
quence of some Jones, a distant relation, being 
engaged in commerce; whilst the last-named 
plebeian family, on their part, turned up their 
noses at the Armstrongs for not keeping a 
carriage. 

But is it not the same all the world over ? 

I remember, at home, two black fellows, 
brothers, who had lived together with their 
respective lubras in perfect amity for years, 
falling out in consequence of a present of a pair 
of red blankets made by some well-intentioned 
squatter to Corrinwarra and his spouse, who 
immediately turned their backs upon poor Jika 
Jika and his jin,* because they had nothing 
better than opossum-skins wherewith to cover 
themselves. 

Rain, snow and hail ! I never recollect such 
a night as the first I spent in Pennyletter. I 
fancied the windows of my room would have 
been blown in a dozen times ; and when the 
waiter came to call me at half-past six, as I had 
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told him to dO| my oourage&dled^ and I d^deui^ 
to wait Ifor the afteimoon GOf^ch, as u^»|hair 
long drive of eighteen or twenty miles, on «|| 
Irish jaunting-caJr, in the d^A, thro^h amoniH 
tainous ^mntrj, even ihcmgh the xc^^ were 
tolerable repair, was not, by any meac^, sn « 
f^eeable prospect 

I wonder, by the way, who was the inyemt^iir 
of those Irish jaunting-cars? — those lopsided 
affairs that either pitch ihe unaccnstomed ti^ 
Teller off, or tumble him up against his neighr^. 
hour in the Most uncomibrtable manner at 
evicaryjolt. 

It was a considerable time before I .managed 
to keep my seat <wa one of tibem with any, 
degree of comfort, and I shaU not soon fbi^tF 
the spill I got upon the day of my amval in^ 
the metropolis. ^ I had been induced 1^ tb^ 
frantic appeals of a very jragged Jehu to 
myself and my belongings on his rickety ! 
vehicle, wher6 I sat in fear and tremUii^. 

^^Hould yer hoult, now, yer honner! '^ he 
presently shouted, as we rounded the comer of 
a street at a brilliant pace. 

Not exactly understanding what he said, 
and feeling myself in imminent danger of 
falling off, I seized the only available pro- 
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jection I could see, and clutched the little 
box in front, where the driver usually perches 
himself when both sides of his vehicle are 
occupied by passengers or luggage ; where- 
upon the crazy structure gave way, and I 
was shot off into the mud, much to my dis- 
comfiture and the intense amusement of the 
passers-by. 

These jaunting-cars, however, have made 
one man's fortune, an Italian's, the great car- 
proprietor, formerly a poor itinerant vendor of 
plaster-images, now, or lately, a justice of the 
peace, deputy-lieutenant, and what not; but, 
what will not energy and pluck accomplish ? 

Dumfernaghalee is a small village, of which 
I shall have a good deal more to say by-and- 
by; it contains some four or five hundred 
inhabitants, and is situated on a creek, or bay, 
of the Atlantic. 

It is a self-supporting place, and belongs to 
the great man of the district, who, I soon dis- 
covered, is more absolute down there than was 
ever poor mad Theodore among his Abys- 
sinians ; or King Kamehameha, that astute 
Kanaka, who so quietly revolutionized his 
little kingdom not long since, could have pre- 
sumed to be in the Sandwich Islands. 
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The scenefy aromid Dumfernagbalee, witib^ [ 
out haTiBg any pretension to the grand, is 
rafficiently plea^dng, nevertheless; for it neither v 
fatigues the eye by a perpetual recurrence of ^ 
lofty momitam-peaks,,Tdnch give one a cri*^ ? 
in the neck to look up at, nor wearies it by ast 
endless monotony of plain. Both featurei^ 
and every gradation between tibe two, occur i 
intervals in the landscape, and afforded me the 
most gratifying ^glimpse of Nature I had mei 
with since my departure from Australia; whilst 
the booming sound of the Atlantic waves, as 
they surged in foam-crested masses over the 
bar at the entrance to the harbour, lent a 
solemnity to the scene which, in my eyes,' 
added materially to its attractions. 

No place is without its drawbacks, however^ 
and at Dumfemaghalee there is a great scarcity^ 
of trees, which, to judge at least from the 
quantity of stumps still visible in the fields and 
bogs, must at one time have existed there in 
very great numbers, constituting, in fact, a 
forest as dense as any of our Australian wilds. 

These bogs, I was given to understand, and 
subsequently realized the fact for myself, and 
to my no small satisfaction, are well stocked 
with snipe and woodcock, very much like our 
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own in appearance, and quite as good on the 
table ; while the rivers round about teem with 
trout, and that wonderful salmon which has, at 
length, been successfully introduced into the 
Tasmanian waters. 

The morning after my arrival, for I was 
much too tired to think of business over night, 
I made some inquiries of my landlord relative 
to the appointment, that of medical officer to 
the dispensary, for which my friend had 
deputed me to canvass. 

I might as well have remained at home. 

" The whole place," said my host, belongs 
to the squire ; all the guardians are his tenants, 
and will vote for whoever his agent bids them; 
and he will nominate some friend of his own, 
unless he has received instructions about the 
matter from the Castle." 

In that case," I said, I presume my 
friend has no chance." 

^^Not a mite of one," replied the landlord; 
^' never mind his merits, whatever they may 
be, unless he has hold of the squire's ear." 

" That I am sure he has not." 
Well, then, it's not a bit of use your 
staying, and the rector will tell you the 
same, if you ask him." 
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I waited on ihe rector^ 
have more to say by-and- 
borated the landlord's stat 
his own *was ihe only mdej 
district, and he had promised it already > 

Under the circmnstances there was uothing^ 
more for me to do but return the way I eajne^ 
as speedily as might be. 

However, as I had the whole day before m©^ 
I thought I might as well pay the ageufc n 
and hear what he had to say. 

I found him to be a very affable Scotclmiau, 
to whom I took quite a fancy at first sight ; he 
asked me to dinner, and in ikoat^prandifll eon^ 
fidence informed me that th^jtippsimtiiient ' 
been offered to, and accepted by, a protSgS 
ihe squire's; and was kind enougli to add — 
being imder the impression that I ^ as looking 
after the post for myself — ^that he was sorry for 
it. 

If the elements had hw% m^(&m ^ 
downward journey, they wiS 
propitious on my return. 

It rained, hailed, and snowed all the way 
back to Pennyletter with unabated rigour. 

About half-way between Dumfernaghalee 
and Pennyletter lies the village of Moighrath, 
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which I had overlooked upon first passing 
through it in the dark. 

It was daylight, however, when I returned, 
and the street — there is but one in the place, 
and that not particularly lively on ordinary 
occasions — was, notwithstanding the severity 
of the weather, thronged with stalwart men 
engaged in buying and selling horses, cows, 
and pigs, for it was the monthly fair. 

Pretty girls were there, too, in blue cloaks 
with hoods of the same colour, from under 
which flashed the roguish glances of merry 
grey eyes, like the twinkling of stars through 
the fleecy clouds of a summer evening sky. 

Old women, too, were there in numbers, 
with neat white caps and warm comfortable 
cloaks: these ladies were selling yam, and 
chaffing the youngsters, or chatting with the 
old men, who, in their knee-breeches and grey 
stockings, recalled the memory of days which 
are rapidly passing away. 

All were sober and busy as bees. 

The results of my wild-goose chase may be 
briefly summed up as follows : — 

I caught a horrid cold in my head, from the 
effects of which a considerable time elapsed 
before I entirely recovered. 
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I found tibat in Pumfimiaglialee, as in more 
iUustrious places, ''Kissing goes by &yaar"; 
and that if one is looking for an appointment, 
and happras not to have possession of the local 
magnatie's MT/ one |»d fiar better save <»ie's 
time and money and remain qnietly at home- 
Lastly, I discoyered, with a certain amount 
of surprise, that Ireland was not such a terrible 
place aft^ a}l, and that one might travel from 
one end cdT it to the other with complete safety; 
in &ct, that a man might even Uve in it, and 
be, after a fashion, comfortable, too, but that I 
Imi suspected for some time. 
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CHAPTER II. 

LOOKING FOR LODGINGS. 

My Aunt Thorowgood, with whom I first lodged 
on my arrival in Dublin, was a most excellent 
lady; she must have been many years 
younger than my mother, whose sister she was, 
for she had a family of yoimg children at the 
time of which. I speak — nine of them — and 
another was bom while I was living in the 
house. 

My uncle, too, was a most estimable fellow, 
to whom I became very sincerely attached ; biit 
when a man is studying an abstruse science, 
and is trying his best to commit to memory a 
number of barbarous words, of savage length, to 
which he, as yet, attaches no particular mean- 
ing, such as sacroiliacsynchondrosis," for in- 
stance, it is not conducive to his success to 
have to listen, at the same time, to a continual 
rhythmical 'Hhump! thump! thump!" over- 
head, accompanied by the droning of a harmo- 
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nium — ^than wHch a more detestable izusfammc 
was never inyented for the torture (if pengatil 
ears — especially wlien in a room beside 
eight or nine children are playing lat holding a 
concert, with varioiis old watering-caiJi^ aad tin 
pots for musical instruments. 

Is it to be wondered at, under iim 
stances, that I should, at length^r liATe 
oompelled to seek a home elsewheref m Hy^^ 
<»used an advertisement to be insei^ed in 
of the local papers to the following effect?— 

Apartmeats wanted with a quiet &milj by a 
gentleman engaged in study during the gtrator, 
part of the day. Children and music, 
larly harmoniums, objected to. AA^mm^ 
Ac." 

My aunt saw the advertisemmt, and fivund 
me out at once. 

I did not attempt to deny the authors! lip, 
we parted — on friendly terms, cenfalnly, bm* 
not without a degree of soreness on V^fttar 
that was some time in wearing away. 

Yet in what respect was I to blame ? 

I had a multitude of replies to my advertise- 
ment, I forget now how many ; but one and all 
assured me of quiet and respectability. 

I called at several of the addresses given; 
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and at one house, when the door was opened, 
caught sight of three dishevelled urchins in 
grimy pinafores. 

"I understood," I said, addressing myself 
to the mother, who had come forward, that 
you had no children, madam.'' 

No one ever objected to mine," she replied. 

" I do ; and as I explicitly stated as much in 
my advertisement, I cannot see why you 
should have given me the unnecessary trouble 
of calling here." 

You must be a most unnatural person ! " 
she exclaimed, looking at me with flashing 
eyes, as she folded the most dishevelled and 
grimiest of her offspring to her maternal 
bosom. 

I turned and fled. 

At length I came to an anchor. 

A venerable -looking elderly gentleman, 
deeply engaged in writing during the whole 
of my visit; his sister, an aged maiden, who 
continued nodding her head affirmatively at 
every word I said, a proceeding on her part 
which I took for exaggerated politeness, but 
afterwards found out was the result of palsy j 
and a decrepit brother of weak intellect, com- 
prised the whole of the family. 
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I was certain to be quiet there. 

"References? Certainly; I can 
to my uncle, Mr. Thorowgood.'* 

" Quite sufficient." 

I felt ashamed of asking Hiem to recIprQcate 
my confidence, but eventually plucked 
courage and did so. 

The old gentleman who had been writ 
thereupon bristled up like a y^p^itable 
cupine. 

" I have been on the Rolls these forty years, 
and have lived in this house sixteen; our oM 
servant, who open'ed.the door for ypx^ km hbm 
with us nearly all her life. What siore do y<m ' 
require ? " 

"One moment; it shall never be said 
Richard Coster was a&aid to give a 
I refer you, sir, 
O'Donahoo, first cousin to the 
Clara. That will suffice, I trust." 

I ought to have known better ; but 1 
the situation and the apartments, and made an 
apology which was unnecessary, and haughtily 
accepted, and agreed to the terms, paying the 
first month's rent in advance. 

I was very cosy and comfortable there for a 
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while, and particularly quiet, and made con- 
siderable progress with my studies. 

After a week or two, however, I remarked 
that my landlord never went out, except on 
Sundays, imtil after dark, and that any one 
coming to the house was careftdly reconnoitred 
through the window before he was admitted. 

It struck me as strange. 

When I had lived about three weeks in the 
place, the old lady intercepted me on the stairs 
one day, as I was on my way to attend a 
lecture. 

" How do you do, Mr. Cochrane ? " 

" I am very well. Miss Coster, how are you?" 

" Ah ! I am never well, as you may suppose, 
but I must not repine ; I am qldte resigned to 
the will of Providence." 

A very happy frame of mind to be in. Miss 
Coster." 

" Yes ; I hope you find yourself quite com- 
fortable here." 

Quite so, thank you," I replied. . 

I am glad of that, for we were afraid you 
might be dull." 

Well, it is a little dull at times. Miss 
Coster, I must admit; but I am not over here 
to amuse myself." 

VOL. I. D 
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What a studious young mm jovl W 
sure; but you ought to know that it is n 
good for your health to be al^ggpi^readiiig/^ 

" It does me no harm." 

" Still you (»]ght to have a little society now 
and Ihen." 

" So I shall^ I daresay, by*| 

" Why could you mik eoine down and spend 
an Jiqiir or two with us in parlour d^Mlll 
evening?" 

Thank you, Miss Coster, you are very 
kind; but—" 

"My brother is so fond bj|^a qmet nMm^ 
and it is very stupid, you Isximw^ ptayiBg 
4^Hnniy." 

• I concluded the meant 1^ i 
and said, " Indeed ! " 

Yes, veiy. You play whist, of (Kjmse ? ' 

" No, Miss Coster, I do notf 

" Loo, then?" 

" No game of cards whatever." 

" You perfectly astonish me ! 

I smiled, and said, "Why so?" 

"Why so?" repeated the ancient damsel, 
" why, I have always heard that you colonial 
gentlemen were so fond of cards, and all that 
sort of thing." 



LOOKING FOB LODGINGS. 



36 



^^You have been wrongly informed, Miss 
Coster." 

Really, now ! well, to be sure ! Do you 
play bagatelle, or billiards ? " 

Neither." 
" How very odd ! " 

My father is a clergyman. Miss Coster, 
who holds all games of chance in utter abhor- 
rence, and has educated me in the same senti- 
ments." 

What a very good young man you are, to 
be sure." 

This was said sneeringly, and being inter- 
preted, meant, What a precious fool you are! " 
So I bowed, and moved to pass down-stairs. 

You seem to be in a great hurry, Mr. 
Cochrane." 

I am. Miss Coster ; Professor Bennett 
lectures to-day, and I am late. Excuse me; 
good morning." 

The old lady saw it was no use trying to 
detain me any longer, and bowing stiffly, 
permitted me to pass. 

The next day, as I was finishing my dinner, 
I heard a timid knocking at the door, and 
called out, "Come in," whereupon the decrepit 
brother made his appearance. 



S6 
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^^Ohl if you please, Mr. Ooolunie^ 
brother presents his complimmfi^ dud w&fi 



hare the nex' 
small amo^t tcr 




it be convenient to let him 
month's rent, as he has a 
make up, and was disappointed m 
some money he expected 

The old fellow was quite ouff ftf tcraath 
he had finished saying his Ic^sion, whleh 
certainly, had got up .very well; but 
had. been barely three weeks in Uie houae^ 
declined acceding to the requet^t. 

There was a good deal of loud talking down- 
stairs afterwards, of which I toE^ lao notfc©* 

In the evening the old servant^ fkjier b^ringinHH 
up my tea, instead of imnfediately retiringj as 
was her usual custom, lingered with her hand 
on the door, looking so evidently full of 
information, that I said, "WibU, Mary, wi 
is it?" 

^^If you please, sir^V she repjitiy **if 
have any valuables, or things 
I 'd remove them." 
Would you ?" 
" Yes, sir, I would ; and, if I might make so 
bold, I 'd advise you to do the same." 
Why so, Mary ?" 

Because the bailiffs will be in here from 
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one minute to the other ; they Ve been watch- 
ing the house ever since the day after you 
come." 

You don't say so !" 

"Ah! but I do, though; and as youVe 
been very kind to me, sir, I thought it was 
my duty to give you a hint.'' 

" Thank you, Mary." 

"Yes, sir, they're a bad lot down-stairs. 
They owe me three years' wages, and I can't 
get so much as a penny-piece jfrom them; 
they half starve me, too, and wont let me 
have any fire in the kitchen." 

"ReaUy?" 

" Yes, sir, it 's a fact I 'm telling you ; they 
wont, indeed!" 

" Very hard on you, Mary." 

" You may say that, sir; it is, indeed; and 
it 's me was glad, sir, when you refused the 
,old one to play cards; sure I heard her col- 
loguing with you on the stairs ; but you were 
too 'cute for her — ^not like the simple gentle- 
man that was here before you. They cheated 
him out of ever so many pounds with them 
same cards." 

I had heard more than enough, and did not 
care further to encourage the old woman's 
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garrulity ; so I replied, ThAnk jou^ Mary^ 
I am mueli obliged to you; 1% ling ^ffiian 
want you to clear away." 

"Thank you, sir; I thought it was my 
duty to warn you, for you^i^a^ w&^^ 
gentleman." 

" Pooh ! pooh ! Mary, that| wiU do.*' I ! 
given her an odd shilling onc0 in ^ Wttnjr j 
I had be^ in the house, and alwayi ^oke to 
her civilly, which I suppose ahe appreciated, 
as people do &ivours to wM(h they have 
been accustomed. 

When she had left the room, I began 
think it would be rather awkirard if I W€ 
lose my books and cloihes ; my mt 
was limited, and not at all calculated to defray 
more than my necessaiy and inmtabla 
penses. 

I was vexed, too, at having so suoir 
to leave a place that suited m$ in 
respect but the character of 
owned it. , | 

It was certainly very tiresome. Would not 
my Aunt Thorowgood chuckle when she heard 
of it; and, moreover, I must either give a 
month's notice or pay a month's rent : it was 
very provoking ! 
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Next morning I called at my uncle's ofl5ce 
and explained my position. 

" You had better leave the place at once, 
Tom," he said; "but you will have to pay 
them for the month. I fancy your best plan 
will be to write to Coster, telling him what 
you propose to do." * 

"Thank you, uncle; I will follow your 
advice." 

Accordingly, on returning to my lodgings, I 
wrote to my landlord, enclosing a month's 
rent for the rooms I occupied, and annoimced 
my intention of removing from them forthwith. 

I expected that he would be very angry, and 
looked for a disturbance. 

But no ; on the contrary, he sent me a civil 
reply, acknowledging the receipt of the money, 
and requesting to know what I intended doing 
with my rooms for the rest of the year ; did I 
wish to lock them up, or would I entrust the 
keys to his sister ? 

I don't know whether I was more amused or 
vexed by the old fellow's impudence ; but 
thought — "The less writing that passes be^- 
tween us, my friend, the better." 

I rang for Mary, who immediately answered 
the summons. 
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My compliments to Mr. Coster, and say I 
wish to speak to him for a few minutes ; and 
ask him to have the kindness to step up." 
Mary returned almost directly, saying: — 
If you please, sir, Mr. Coster s compliments, 
and he is too busy to come up ; but if you 
have anything to say to him, will you write a 
note." 

^' No, Mary ; I '11 go down to him." 

"Pray, sir," began the old woman, "don't 
do that ; he 's a terrible man, is master, when 
he 's roused." 

" Nonsense, Mary. You don't suj)pose that 
I am going to quarrel with him ? " 

" Oh ! sir, I hope not ; for he 'd have the law 
of you directly, that he would, and sure it 's 
nothing else he 's looking for." 

" Well, well, you need not be afraid, Mary ; 
I shall take care not to give him any oppor- 
tunity." 

Upon entering the parlour I found the sister 
and the decrepit brother playing, or pretending 
to play, backgammon ; whilst Mr. Coster was, 
as usual, seated at his desk, mating in a tremen- 
dous hurry. 

" Grood morning," I said, addressing myself 
to the three occupants of the room collectively^ 
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" Good morning ! " from all three. 

" I wished to speak to you for a moment, Mr. 
Ooster, respecting the note you have just sent 
me by your servant." 

No answer. 
Your note, Mr. Coster." 

"Eh?" looking up with an abstracted air 
from the paper upon which he had been pre- 
tending to write,— I saw that it was blank. 
" Did you speak, sir ? " 

"Yes," I replied, "I did, Mr. Coster, in 
reference to this note. I never engaged to 
take your apartments for a year." 

" You did ; and I can prove it." 

" Pardon me, you are mistaken ; you cannot 
prove any such thing. I intend leaving here 
to-morrow." 

"I shall not allow you to remove a thing 
from the house." 

"No!" 

" Most decidedly, no ; I have the law on my 
side, and mean to stick to my rights." 

"Very well/' I replied, rather taken aback 
by his confident tone ; " Very well, Mr. Coster/ 
we shall see." 

"So we shall, sir, so we shall " ; and he 
recommenced his writing with increased 
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actiyity, as if anxious to 
time. 

Good morning ! " I said mtib unn 
politeness^ as I turned to leave tliG voom 
answer from any of the party ; tlie pluy eris were — • 
too much engrossed by their game^ and the 
attorney too deeply engaged ivith hm i^riting. 
" I found the old serrant iffiiliiig^^^^ ma m 
my sitting-room* 

"The Lord be praised^ j^lr; you 




back alive, like Danel out of the Ywu^ 
"Don't be a fool!" I amweredj 



ve come 

' den." 

up the old woman ; for I had been imtated 
the reception I had met dow^'^ctttdrj^ j 

more so, indeed, than I cared to admit etm 
myself. "Don't be. a fool, Mary; what 
earth do you suppose they could du U> me' 

"The dear knows, sir; I dont; but 
how they're a bad lot, that'ji jtjst what 
are." 

"At any rate, they are your master 
mistress ; and it's not at all becoming in yon 
to abuse them before a stranger." 

" True for you, sir ; and I m sure I humbly 
beg your pardon." 

" Very well, Mary ; that will do." 

"If I might make so bold, sir, what are 
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you going to do now ? persisted the old 
won\an. 

" I shall leave this to-morrow." 

" Well, well ; I only hope you'll be able to 
get your things out safe, sir, that 's all. Sure, 
I heard him say he wouldn't let you take them 
away." 

^^Pooh! nonsense; I won't dine at home 
to-day, Mary. That will do ; you may go." 

The woman still seemed very anxious to 
continue talking ; and it was not until I had 
twice peremptorily desired her to leave the 
room, that I succeeded at last in getting rid of 
her. 

I thought the matter over, and came to the 
conclusion that I had better apply to my uncle 
once more, and hear what he had to say. 

It was rather a bitter pill I had to swallow, 
but as it had to be done, the sooner it was dis- 
posed bf the better. 

My uncle was all suavity. I verily believe, 
had he been commissioned to tell a man that 
sentence of death had been passed upon him, 
he would have done it with so much gentleness 
and tact that the news to the condemned would 
have sounded rather pleasantly than otherwise. 

He heard me to the end of my story without 
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a helping word, and seemed to enjoy my stut- 
tering and stammering immensely. 

When I had finished he smiled blandly, 
brushed up his hair with the two first fingers 
of his left hand, stuck his pen behind his right 
ear, and, in the most mellifluous tone, inquired, 
^^Well?" 

Well," I answered, what would you 
advise me to do now, uncle ? " 

Get out of that place as quickly as you 
can, Tom." 

" He declared he would not allow me to take 
nway my things." 

" What sort of a man is he ? " 
" How do you mean ? " 
^^s he a big fellow?" 

^^No, not so very big, imcle; but why do 
you ask ? " 

" My dear boy, you ought to be able, with 
your physique, to eat any fellow of your size, 
or even a little over it." 

I could not help laughing, and replied, As 
to the eating, I don't know, uncle ; but I am 
not in the least afraid of a personal encounter 
with the man, if that is what you mean ; though 
1 would avoid one, if jjossible, with a person 
of his advanced age." 
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" Quite right, Tom ; quite right, my boy. 
I regret I cannot advise you further in the 
matter ; but get out of the place as quickly as 
you can." 

" Where am I to go to ? " 
Ah! my dear boy, that is your own look 
out, for the proverb, ' Be off with the old love 
before you are on with the new,' does not hold 
good in the matter of lodgings, where it is of 
the utmost importance to engage fresh ones 
before you quit the former ; unless you choose 
to run the risk of passing a night in the street, 
which, however, would not be as great a hard- 
ship to you, a bushman, as it might be to 
others.'' 

" Couldn't you— " 

" Take you back again, you were about to 
say, Tom," exclaimed my uncle, interrupting 
me. ^' No, my dear boy, that is quite out of 
the question. I am fully aware how vitally 
important perfect quiet is in the case of a 
student; and where children and pianos, not 
to mention harmoniums, exist, it is, of course, 
unattainable. Therefore, for your own sake, 
dear boy, I cannot consent to a renewal of an 
arrangement which, in deference to the wishes 
of your sainted mother, and at much personal. 
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inconvenience, I was induced to put up Witk 
for a time." 

I stood speechless. My poor motWs wifiM% , 
I thought, had yet as much weight as ever^ 
ought to have had: but I knew it would be 
useless to argue with my uncie, who presently 
continued, " I know, or at least I 
I can get you what you are in want of, 
Tom." 

" Thank you, uncle." 

" Wait a minute, my boy; my Mend, Mr. 
Cornell, one of the cashiers at the Bank, imk 
excelleiit board and lodging, he has told me, 
somewhere in the suburbs ; and there, I Imvt 
no doubt, you would find the accommodal^n 
you are in search of. Shall I give you a'nbte 
to him ? he can tell you tte address, which I 
forgeit, and you can then go and judge for 
yourself." 

"Thank you, uncle; that will do very 
nicely, I dare say." 
" Very well." 

He wrote a short note to his firiend, told me 
where to find him in the Bank, smilingly 
wished me "Good* morning, Tom!" and plunged 
again into his correspondence, a perusal of 
which my entrance had interrupted. 
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Mr. Cornell was " charmed to make my 
acquaintance." 

" There is yet a vacancy,'' he said, in our 
establishment — at least there was this morning 
when I left home." 

^^It is your house, then, Mr. Cornell?" 
Dear me^ no. I say ' our' because I have 
lived there some time, and feel a — I may say 
paternal — interest in the proprietresses, two 
maiden ladies of very agreeable manners. You 
will be very comfortable there, I feel assured, 
if you come to terms ; you can make use of my 
name. Good morning." 

Good morning, Mr. Cornell. I hope we 
shall meet at dinner.'' 

The old gentleman — he was nearly eighty 
years of age — nodded liis head, but could not 
spare time for further conversation. 

It was one of the pleasantest suburbs of Dub- 
lin, not too far from town, and with plenty of 
omnibus and car accommodation on rainy days. 

The house had a good appearance, and 
formed one of a row, or terrace. 

I ran up the steps briskly, for I liked the 
look of the place, and was very anxious to get 
settled ; moreover, I was losing time, and had 
already missed two lectures. 



48 BOCTOB MIDDLETON'S DAUGHTER, 



A very luitidy servant opened the door in 
reply to my second summons. 

" Is the lady of the house at home ?" I had 
omitted to ask her name. 
She is then." 

-Canlsee her?" 

" May be you can." 

"Will you tell her a gentleman wishes to 
speak to her?" 
"I will that." 

So speaking, the' woman walked off, leaving 
me standing at the door. 

Presently she returned : " The mistress is 
up-stairs, and says if you want to spake to her 
you 're to go up." 

" Thank you," I replied, smiling at her 
abrupt manner, and followed my guide into the 
hall, which was narrow and covered with oil- 
cloth, which, as well as the stair-carpets, had 
evidentl}^ seen better days. 

The corners, I remarked, were everywhere 
full of fluff, and, on the whole, the aspect of the 
place was not jDromising. 

The untidy domestic scuttled up the stairs 
before me, dropping an old slipper, which would 
have been invaluable to the friends of a newly 
married jmir, on the Ava}' ; and without waiting 
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to pick up her property, bounced into the first- 
floor front room without previously knocking at 
the door. 

The gentleman, ma'am, to spake wid you.'' 
Show him in, Ann." 
But I was left to find my way into the room 
by myself. 

It was a dreary-looking room enough, and 
very poorly furnished. 

A sofa, horsehair covered, a large mahogany 
table, a sideboard, and some dozen chairs of 
the same wood, — ^the latter also covered in horse- 
hair, and woefully out at the comers, — a few 
cheap prints in mock maple fi^ames, two small 
tables, with crochet covers, situated one in each 
window, and a confused heap of foreign shells 
on the chimney-piece, formed the entire contents 
of the apartment. 

The weather was cold, very cold I thought, 
and a small fire struggled for existence in the 
dusty grate, which was half blocked up with 
bricks ; and at either end of the fireplace sat a 
lady whom her most partial friend could no 
longer have called young. 

The elder-looking of the two, she was really 
the younger, wore a sort of hybrid coiffure, 
between a cap and a chenille-net, on her head, 
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while the other dressed her hair in attenuated 
ringlets. Both were habited in grey linsey 
dresses, which, like the owners, were slightly 
the worse for wear ; and their costume was 
unrelieved by the smallest paTtiele of white, 
whether cuff or collar. 

The elder lady had, evidently, been engaged 
in casting up accounts in a small red-covered 
book, and her companion reading a volume 
of the ^'Parlour Library," which she turned, 
as I entered, face downwards on her lap. 

Neither rose at my approach. Mr. Cornell — " 
I began. 

The lady with the ringlets then stood up. 

Mr. Cornell is not at home ; he does not come 
in before six." 

Pardon me : I am aware of that : but Mr. 
Cornell desired me to mention his name. I am 
looking for lodgings, and believe you have a 
vacancy." 

^^Yes." • 
I wish to take the apartment." 

^ ' Be seated, i^ray ," exclaimed the lady, waving 
me to a chair as she spoke. ''It is a i)leasant, 
airy room, the top back, and commands a 
magnificent view from the window.'' 

'' The terms, madam ?" 
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Forty pounds a year." 

"Dear me!" I exclaimed, rising; "I am 
afraid that is too high for me." 

"We could not possibly take less," repKed 
ihe lady ; "in fact, it scarcely pays at that." 

"In that case, madam, I am sorry to have 
iroubled you ; I must look elsewhere." 

" I am sure," exclaimed the lady with the 
novel, speaking for the first time, "you will 
not get board and lodging at a cheaper rate 
anjrw^here." 

"Do you board as well as lodge for forty 
poimds a year?" I asked, in much surprise, for 
I had paid my aunt sixty, and Mr. Coster at the 
rate of five-and-thirty for his two rooms ; and I 
oould not keep house for myself at less than a 
pound a week. 

" Those are our terms, sir." 

" Well, madam, of course you know your own 
business best ; but I cannot see how you make 
it pay." 

"It is the number that enables us to do it," 
replied the lady with the curls ; " possibly we 
should not be able to board one for so small 
a sum, but where there are a number it is 
dijfferent: at any rate, many gentlemen object 
to give more.'' 
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" They can know very little about house- 
keeping, madam, or they would be more reason- 
able." 

"I wish we could meet with a few more 
boarders of your opinion, sir," said the lady 
with the chenille-net. 

I bowed in acknowledgment of the implied 
compliment, and said, " When will it be con- 
venient for you to receive me, madam ?" 
Whenever you please, sir." 
Can I come in to-day ? " 
Yes, to-day ; everything is ready." 
^^Very well, madam. I presume Mr. Cor- 
nell will be sufficient reference ; but, if not, my 
uncle — " 

Quite sufficient, sir; we are bound to iake 
many things on trust." 
" True, madam." 

We dine at half-past six, sir." 

I will endeavour to be punctual." 

Grood morning, sir." 

Grood morning, ladies." 
I found my way down-stairs alone; for^ 
although the lady with the curls rang the bell 
for the servant to show me out, that individual 
did not think fit to put in an appearance. 

Strange people ! " I thought, as I walked 
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along; "strange people! They never asked me 
my name or gave me theirs, and forgot even 
to show me the room ; I hope it will answer." 

Notwithstanding his threat to prevent me 
removing my things, I saw nothing of Mr. 
Coster on my return to Waterloo Street. 

I had packed up in the morning, and send- 
ing Mary out for a cab, carried off my trunks 
and bird-cages unmolested. 

In about half-an-hour afterwards I was busy 
impacking at Carlton Terrace, and my search 
for lodgings was happily at an end. 
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CHAPTER III. 

CARLTON TERRACE. 

Yes, on the whole, the room was satisfactory. 

I had never been accustomed to a super- 
abundance of luxuries ; and, doubtless, it wa» 
quite as well that I had not. Had I looked for 
many in my new abode, I must have been 
severely disappointed. 

Still, as I have said, the room was satis- 
factory. 

It was large. 

The window was furnished with a balcony, 
which, thought I, will do nicely for flowers ; 
and I subsequently made quite a pretty, if 
miniature, garden on it. 

The aspect, too, was southerly ; the best I 
could have secured for my birds. 

So far so well ; there was a fireplace in the 
room, which also contained a large press, with 
lock and key. 

A small iron-bedstead, with a palliasse, and 
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one not very thick mattress, made me a more 
comfortable couch than I had' often lain on 
in the bush — I had my own sheets and 
blankets. 

Two cane-bottomed chairs were more than I 
required. 

The dressing-table, when the looking-glass 
was taken off and laid on the bed, did ad- 
mirably for writing on. 

There was a wash-stand of painted deal, with 
its usual accompaniments ; also a towel-horse, 
and a foot-stool. 

The only carpet, with the exception of a 
dilapidated hearth-rug, was a narrow strip of 
drugget beside the bed. 

On the whole, I might have found worse 
quarters. 

After I had unpacked, and disposed my pos- 
sessions in the most advantageous manner about 
the room, I looked at my watch, found it was 
nearly six o'clock ; and having dressed, waited 
for some time for the dinner-bell to ring. 

Presently I heard footsteps on the stairs; 
doors were opened and shut — evidently the 
inmates were returning. 

I had better go down to the sitting-room, I 
thought, — it will be less awkward than meeting 
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the whole party together for the first time at 
dinner. 

To my astonishment I found the table laid 
in what I had supposed to be the drawing- 
room. 

The proprietresses, as Mr. Cornell called 
them, and a short, stout, very Celtic-looking 
gentleman, with a very bald head, and a glass 
stuck in one eye, were the only occupants of 
the room when I entered. 

" Come near the fire," — ^it was the lady with 
the chenille-net who spoke, and made room for 
me to come near the grate ; and seeing that it 
was early in the year, and that the weather 
was even more than usually cold, I gladly 
accepted her invitation. 

The ladies and I began to talk ; what about 
I forget, but nothing of any consequence, I 
dare say. The bald gentleman did not speak ; 
but, when he thought I was not looking, 
scanned me narrowly through his eye-glass. 

Presently Mr. Cornell came in. I stood up 
to salute him, and we shook hands, but he did 
not recollect me in the least. 

" You know Mr. Thorowgood, Mr. Cornell?" 

" Yes, I have that pleasure." 
I am his nephew." 
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Oh ! ah ! to be sure ; yes — of couse — I re- 
member. Well, have you got. settled ? 

Pretty nearly so, at all events." 

Hem ! Cold evening this. Miss Femley," 
continued the old gentleman, rubbing his 
hands, and addressing the lady with the 
ringlets. ^^And how do you do. Miss 
Matilda ? " to the other. 

So the proprietresses were sisters, it appeared : 
she with the curls was the elder ; and the lady 
with the composite head-dress and the short 
sight — when reading she held her book so that 
the tip of her nose rubbed against the page, 
and not unfrequently formed a running accom- 
f)animent to the text — ^was Miss Matilda. 

Presently this lady addressed the bald-headed 
gentleman by the title of " Counsellor," request- 
ing his opinion relative to something or other 
which I forget. 

So the stout Celt was a counsellor ! Whom 
did he benefit by his advice, and when? I 
wondered. 

I afterwards discovered that he was a bar- 
rister, and his special designation Briefless; 
and, furthermore, ihat he was engaged in 
writing a History of English Poetry " for a 

National " newspaper. Unhappy man ! 
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The next arrival was about the thinnest man 
I had ever seen in my life ; and yet he did not 
sccni to be in ill health. I felt sure that were 
lie stripped I should have been able to demon- 
Htriito all liis bones as readily as those of the 
College skeleton. 

I do not think he could by any possibility 
have been thinner. 

In height he was above the average, verging 
on six feet ; but he looked even taller, owing to 
his extreme attenuation. 

He had dark-grey eyes, with a restless, uneasy^ 
wavering expression in them. 

His nose was aquiline, and too large for his 
face. 

His mouth was wide, unusually wide, as if it 
had been unduly stretched ; his upper lip was 
edged with a thin, brown moustache, which^ 
when he spoke, did not hide teeth too large^ 
white, and regular to be his own. 

His hair was short, thick, and inclined to 
curl over the temples : it was brown, as were 
also his beard and whiskers, though the latter 
wore a shade darker tlum his hair. 

His complexion was pale, but not exactly 
ghastly. 

lie was dressed in a scnii-clcrical suit of black,, 
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showing a small turn-down shirt-collar; but cuffs 
he either did not wear, or they were invisible. 

I judged his age to be about thirty, but 
subsequently learned that he was two years 
younger. 

He was, without exception, the most remark- 
able man I had ever seen. 

Miss Matilda vacated her seat in his favour, 
and addressed him as Mr. Woodward ; " and he 
replied to her questions in a shrill and disagree- 
able treble. 

" What a horrible man you are! " was the 
judgment I mentally passed upon him ; but 
Miss Matilda was, evidently, of a different 
opinion. 

He took no notice of me — did not even seem 
to remark that there was a stranger present; nor 
did he speak to any one, unless first spoken to. 

You are as disagreeable as you are ugly,'^ 
I thought to myself; " thank goodness, I shall 
not have much to say to you." 

The next arrivals were three common-place 
young men, clerks in offices in the City. No 
one would ever have turned round to look at 
any of them in a crowd. 

Soon after their entrance, Ann, the untidy,, 
brought up the dinner. 
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. Miss Feriiley took her sesit at the h 
the table, muttered an inanticiilaW 
and, addressing her sister, who sat opposite to 
her, said,—" I suppose Mis«f ^tmfkm ' 
Xiome in yet ? " 

" Yes, she has," replied one of the cler, 
" I heard her go into her rooipa," 

" What a strange person li, 
the barrister. 

" I should say she was," repli* il ono of the 
clerks, winking at his fellow, who looked across 
the table at* Mr. Woodward, who, intent upon 
Tiis plate, took no notice of wliat was, eridently, 
meant for a home-thrust. 

" Strange or not," spoke up Miss Matild 
addressing herself to me, who sat next to her, 
" Miss Sharman is a very nice little lady, 
bas three himdred a year of her own." 

"Indeed!" 

Further commbnt was reiidei<^ im^ 
by the entrance of the lady herselfj 
appearance fiilly justified, the choice of the 
epithet applied to her by the barrister, and 
which Miss Matilda had good-naturedly ques- 
tioned. 

I think the word squat" will convey a more 
adequate idea of her figure than any other with 
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which I am acquainted, for she was very short, 
and very stout, and seemed to be of one size 
from her shoulders down to her heels. 

Her forehead was low, and her eyes deep set; 
of nose she had next to none, but that little was 
of a decidedly aspiring character; her com- 
plexion was carmine, and her hair of that con- 
spicuous colour partial friends are apt to call 
" auburn "; she wore it in bands pressed close 
to her cheeks, and gathered the rest in a net at 
the back of her head — ^for I write of an age long 
antecedent to the invention of chignons. 

You are late to-day. Miss Sharman," 
blandly observed the mistress of the house, as 
the little lady sat down in a vacant chair between 
Messieurs Cornell and Woodward. 

" Do you tell me so ? " 
Matilda, please to ring for Ann to bring 
up Miss Sharman's steak,'' said Miss Fernley to 
her sister. 

I started up, rang the bell, and was rewarded 
by a gracious smile from Miss Matilda, and a 
stare of surprise from every one else at table ; 
while the clerks grinned, and Mr. Cornell blew 
his nose with demonstration. 

Clearly politeness was a quality that went 
a-begging in that house. 
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Ann presently made her appearance, carry- 
ing a small covered dish, which she set down 
before the lady boarder with a bang. 

Miss Sharman immediately transferred its 
contents to her plate, dropping, in transit Uj 
some of the red gravy on the tablecloth. 

" I hope your dinner is to your liking to- 
day. Miss Sharman?'* inquired the lady of 
the house, with an air of polite interest. 

" Yis," was the reply, spoken with a mouth 
unpleasantly full ; that 's the way I like mate 
to be done." 

Now the steak was absolutely raw ; I was 
positive it had not even been warmed through ; 
and that little, fat, red-faced cannibal was 
bolting it in blocks ! 

Goodness! what a queer lot of people I 
have got among ! " thought I to myself. 

Dinner over, some of the inmates retired 
to their rooms to smoke, or drink whiskey- 
punch, as the case might be ; while those who 
remained, at Miss Fernley's invitation, gathered 
round the fire. 

It was Saturday night, so I stayed awhile, in 
order to make acquaintance with my fellow- 
boarders. 

Are we going to have a rubber, Miss 
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Matilda?" presently inquired Mr. Woodward 
of the lady with the chenille-net, who for 
answer produced a pack of well-worn cards 
from her work-box. 

" Do you play ?" This to me. 

"No, thank you," I replied; whereupon 
the two ladies of the house and Messieurs 
Woodward and Cornell sat down to their 
game. 

Miss Sharman and I were left in possession 
of the fireplace. 

I have always been foi^d of animals, and not 
caring to address myself to the " nice little 
lady," to whom I had not been introduced, 
I chirruped to a large cat that was lying on 
the hearth-rug between us, " Psh, psh, psh," 
and the creature directly responded to my 
invitation, and jumped up on my lap. 

'^That's a bad sign," exclaimed Mis^ 
Sharman, with a suddenness that made me 
start; " that 's a bad sign, Mr, Whatsyourname." 

"What is, madam?" 

" Sure you'll be an ould bachelor." 

" Really, I do not understand." 

" Why, the cat to be sure ! Don't you know 
that them that cats and dogs are fond of are 
^afe to be ould bachelors or ould maids? 
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Troth ! 1 wouldn't let one of tlicm near mo 
for the world." 

Mr. Woodward insists upon it that I 
])luHli(»d furiously upon hearing this extra- 
ordinary address ; but I doubt the fact, though 
1 am free to confess that it confused me so 
that I could only mutter an inarticulate reply. 

"You don't believe me," continued the 
lady, not interrogatively, but dogmatically. 

" Pardon me," I replied, " I have not said 
so ; but the subject is one upon which I have 
not happened to have bestowed any attention, 
though I shall make a point of doing so now." 

" Oh ! very fine to be sure ! when it's too 
late, and you're an ould grey-headed man, 
like Mr. Cornell there." 

I was astounded ; but no one 6lse seemed 
to take any notice. Mr. Woodward, indeed, 
laughed a little short mocking laugh, but 
whether at Miss Sharman's remark or some 
victory ho had won, I could not be certain. 

Soon afterwards. Miss Matilda made a mis- 
take, which called down upon her the wrath of 
her partner in the game, Mr. Woodward, who 
administered a sharp rebuke, which was taken 
very good-humouredly. 

I cannot say wliat tlic nature of the blunder 
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may have been, as I have no knowledge of 
cards ; but it appeared that in consequence the 
game was lost : a circumstance which seemed 
to anger Mr. Woodward exceedingly, and 
exposed Miss Matilda to another scolding, 
after which the gentleman left the room 
abruptly, closing the door after him in much 
too demonstrative a fashion, as I thought. 

Miss Matilda surreptitiously wiped her eyes, 
and sought consolation in the pages of her 

Parlour Library." 

" Mr. Woodward is not in good humour to- 
night," then remarked Mr. Cornell, helping 
himself, as he spoke, to a pinch of snuff from an 
old-fashioned silver snuff-box, whicK he carried 
in his waistcoat pocket. 

"So it seems," replied Miss Femley; ^^I 
wonder what can have put him out." 

Miss Matilda sighed. 

" He's a horrid nasty man ! I hate him, so 
I do ! " observed Miss Sharman, viciously. 

Mr. Cornell had once more recourse to his 
pocket-handkerchief, and blew his nose with 
such vigour that I felt half afraid he would 
blow it away altogether. 

Soon afterwards tea was brought in, and 
partaken of by those who were present. 
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Tlio teapot was then covered over and placed 
inside the fender, much to my surprise. I 
afterwards discovered that this was done in 
order to keep the contents warm for the clerks 
and other absentees ! 

As it was then ten o'clock, I slipped away 
quietly and went to bed, on the whole rather 
amused with my first experience of Carlton 
Terrace. 

It was a great contrast to, and yet reminded 
me strongly of, the Railway Boarding House," 
where I had once .lodged for a short time, at 
Castlemaine. 

There was an Irishman there who, in figure 
and accent, was so forcibly recalled to my 
recollection by the ^' nice little lady with three 
hundred a year of her own," that I could not 
help fancying he might have been her half- 
brother, or cousin — in fact, only his name was 
Gorman, I should have said that he was her 
father's son ; but I dare say they were not in 
any way related. 

I don't think my cockatoo liked the change 
of residence ; or, perhaps, he did not appreciate 
living in a bed-room, for he woke me next 
morning at daybreak by a horrible screeching, 
and loud cries of " Help, master ! help ! " 
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I jumped out of bed in a hurry, fancying 
the cat had got hold of him ; though, as soon 
as I knew there was an animal of that species 
in the house, I hung my birds up near the 
ceiling. But, no, the door was closed; puss was 
not in the room ; so I scolded the bird, and got 
into bed again. 

Presently the shrieks were repeated. Surely 
Coco never made a noise like that ? — a com- 
pound of whistle, shriek, and groan. 

The bird was frightened by it, too. What 
could it be ? 

The noise soon ceased, however, and did not 
recur again that morning. 

At breakfast one of the clerks, addressing his 
fellow, asked, " Did you hear the ghost this 
morning, Bill ? 

Bill" winked. Rather," he replied; "did 
you?" 

" I should say so." 

"What ghost? What are you talking 
about ? " inquired Miss Sharman. 

" The ghost of the old man who hung him- 
self upstairs in the back-room," answered the 
clerk who was called Bill, winking at his 
companion. 

"Bless me!" ejaculated the lady, passing 
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her right hand over her fiice and bosom in a 
rapid and, to mo, mysterious manner. 

" Don't be talking nonsense, now," remon^ 
strated Miss Fomley, speaking to the youngs 
men, or you '11 frighten that gentleman," nod» 
ding her head in my direction as she spoke. 

^^Not at all," 1 replied; ^^we don't believe 
in such things as ghosts out in Australia ; we 
are far too practical for that." 

Wliat do you know about Australia ? " sud- 
denly asked Mr. Woodward, who sat at the 
opposite side of the table, looking up at me for 
an instant, and as quickly dropping his eyes 
upon his cup. 

It is my native country." 

^^You don't say so! really!" His fiswje 
kindled for a moment, and then assumed a 
deathlike pallor. 

^^Have you been there?" I inquired, quite 
interested. 

^'I? yes," he admitted, reluctantly, as I 
thought. 

What part ? " I further asked. 
Melbourne — Victoria, generally." 
I am one of the first-bom of that colony." 
^'Really!" so saying, Mr. Woodward rose 
from the table and left the room. 
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It is rather a sore subject with him," ob- 
served Miss Femley, looking across at me, 
when her boarder had retired. 
"Is it?" 

" Yes ; I fancy he has had some disappoint- 
ment there." 

" Poor fellow ! " sighed Miss Matilda. 

" A love affair ? " inquired one of the clerks. 

" So I should imagine," replied Miss Fernley; 
^' but of course I have not inquired." 

" Poor fellow ! " again sighed Miss Matilda. 

" I don't see what you Ve got to pity him for, 
Miss Matilda," coarsely observed the clerk who 
was called Bill; " I only wish I was as well off; 
may be you wouldn't see a jollier cove from 
this to Queenstown, that 's all." 

" As if money was everything," exclaimed 
Miss Matilda, with a sigh ; " as if money could 
compensate for the loss of a responsive heart." 

" I say. Bill,'' remarked the second clerk to 
his companion, " don't you feel melancholy?" 

" Rather," replied Bill ; " and I vote we ab- 
squatulate before the highstrikes set in." 

The pair thereupon, having finished their 
breakfast, retired to their room. 

Clerk number three had not yet made his 
appearance. 
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Is Mr. Woodward rich ? I Tentored to ssk 
Miss Femlev- 

Who replied. — "I don't know abont ridb, 
Mr.— " 

" Cochrane.'' 

Thank joa. I don*t know abont rich, Mr, 
Ox^hrane, but from different things I have 
heard him saj. I should fianey he was pretty 
wmfortably off." 

liy this way, poor Miss Femley's views of 
comfort were of the most restricted. 

He has lost money since he came home," 
put in Miss Matilda, for he told me so." 

How close we are ! " sneered the elder 
sister. 

Miss Matilda made an angry retort, and a 
disagreeable contention was on the point of 
commencing, but I hastily interposed, — " May I 
trouble you for some more tea, Miss Femley ? '^^ 
and the storm was stayed. 

Mr. Woodward did not appear at dinner that 
day, neither did the barrister, or Mr. Cornell. 

We were also deprived of the pleasure of the- 
bewitching Miss Sliarman's company, for that 
lady, on Sundays, was in the habit of devour- 
ing her raw moat at her brother's. 

The throe clerks were very merry, after their 
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fashion ; cracking stale jokes, and tripping one 
another up in their talk. 

The Misses Femley tried to make themselves 
agreeable, poor things ! and laughed, or pre- 
tended to laugh, at the clerical witticisms. 

What church have you been to?" presently 
demanded Miss Matilda, addressing herself to 
me. 

I do not go to church," I replied. 
" Oh!" in much surprise. 
^'Wot a 'eathen!" remarked clerk number 
three, in an undertone, to the others, and with 
an assumed Cockney accent. 
Shocking!" they replied. 
I never go to church, Miss Matilda," I ex- 
plained, " because I am a dissenter, and always 
go to chapel." 

A Methodist, for a million!" sneered the 
clerk whose companion called him Bill, speaking 
in a low yoice, nevertheless perfectly audible, 
though not intended for my ear. 

" Yes, sir," I returned, looking him straight 
in the face, a Methodist." 

^^I'm sure I beg your pardon," said the 
clerk quite confused; I meant no harm : I'm 
a Presbyterian myself. 

His observation calling for no reply, I made 
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none; but, as if nothing had been said, held 
out my plat(3 to Miss Matilda, and asked for a 
potatr). 

JIavo you got potatoes in Australia?" in- 
(iuirod clerk number three, by way of giving 
th(j conversation a turn. 

1 (jould not.resist the temptation of answering 
liim In liis own language and accent. " Rather." 

His companion nudged him with his elbow, 
but no more was said. 

Decidedly, I do not like the clerks; him 
with tlu3 red head especially": and yet how 
erroneous, and little to be relied on are first 
impressions; for we all grew friendly before 
the week was out; and they were not bad 
fellows, any of them, by any means. 

Hoys at school, soldiers in a barrack, fowls 
in a farmyard, even birds in a cage, — and why 
jiot the established inmates of a cheap board- 
ing-house ? — invariably do their best to torture 
a new comer. 

Next morning the ghost" wailed in my 
room louder than before : his voice proceeded 
from the corner of the room nearest the door, 
but the cause that produced it I could not 
detect. 

At breakfast the clerks again spoke about the 
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old man who hung himself in the back-room 
upstairs, and asked one another if they had 
heard him. 

I always understood," I said, " that ghosts 
appeared at night, but this fellow seems to 
prefer daylight." 

Irish ghosts," replied one of the clerks, 
always do." 

It is curious," I remarked, 'Hhat his wail- 
ing corresponds with the opening and shutting 
of the street door." 

" It 's a gone case. Bill," observed the second 
olerk to his companion, aside: then to me, — 
You've found it out, Mr. Cochrane, sir." 
I had not — quite; but I did not choose to 
say so, and merely nodded my head slightly, 
leaving them to interpret the action as they 
pleased. 

Mr. Woodward did not come down to break- 
fast that morning; at least not while I was in 
the room. 

At dinner, too, his chair remained un- 
occupied. 

" Do you know," presently began Miss Fern- 
ley, addressing herself to no one in particular, 
that we are going to lose Mr. Woodward ?" 
On receipt of this intelligence I involuu- 
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tarily glanced at Miss Matilda^ whose eyes 
were intently fixed upon her plate^ and I saw 
that her lip quivered. 
Poor Miss Matilda ! 

The news did not seem to paimolly aSect 
any one else at table ; in fact, Miss Sharman 
openly expressed her satis£ELction : whereupon 
Miss Matilda bristled upland exclaimed, — "I'm 
sure he s a very quiet, gentlemanly, nice young 
man." 

" Especially when he's abusing you for re- 
voking, or trumping his king," retorted the 
lady boarder. 

" Hem, hem ! " very opportimely coughed 
Mr. Cornell. 

The interruption was timely and successful : 
for it was easy to see by both the ladies' eyes, 
that we were on the eve of a pitched battle 
between them. Indeed, one of the clerks had 
already begun to make the sibilant noise in 
vogue with costcrmongers and people of that 
class wlicn urging two wretched dogs to fight ; 
but Mr. Corneirs opportune fit of coughing 
served to deprive tliem of their anticipated 
sport, by diverting the fair combatants' thoughts 
into more pacific channels, for the old gentle- 
man seemed, really, as if about to choke. 
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Did he tell you why he was leaving?" I 
presently asked Miss Fernley, thinking that I, 
perhaps, was the cause of Mr. Woodward's 
sudden determination. 

No, Mr. Cochrane, he did not," replied the 
lady : he merely said that he would be going 
away next week, and in the meantime he would 
take his meals in his own room." 

Poor fellow!" sighed Miss Matilda. 

"It's my firm opinion," declared the clerk 
who was called Bill, " that Mr. Woodward is as 
mad as a March hare." 

Miss Matilda was again on the point of fly- 
ing to the assistance of the absent, when Mr. 
Cornell took up the parable, and said, — " He 
certainly is peculiar " : a dictum which, coming 
from the patriarch of the party, was not to be 
disputed. 

"Ah!" sighed the younger Miss Fernley, 
"it was only the other day he said he was 
so comfortable, he thought he would never 
leave us." 

" How truly affecting !" remarked the clerk 
with the red head. 

" Werry," returned number three, in his 
odious assumed Cockney accent. 

" He 's a rumbustical cove, any way," said 
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the clerk who tvbs called Bill; and the sub- 
ject was allowed to drop. In the evening/, 
however, it was renewed by one of the three 
asking our landlady whether she had sent 

that madman's t^a/* meaning Mr. Wood- 
ward's. ^ 

" He is no more mad than you are," cried 
Miss Matilda, with energy, " and you would 
not dare to say so before him.'' # ^ 

The clerk coloured, and was about to reply, 
'^but Miss Matilda continued, — *^Yes, it is a 
shame ! You know he is ill, and — ^" • Here she 
broke down and sobbed. 

The clerk looked silly, c^iid the Nestor of 
the party, Mr. Cornell, interposing, calm waa 
shortly restored. 

Ann the untidy then made her appearance, 
and whispered something to Miss Fernley, 
who rose and followed her out of the room. 

After a couple of minutes or so our land- 
lady returned, and beckoning to me, said, in 
a high-tragedy whisper, " Mr. Cochrane, I 
want you^'' 

When I had joined her on the landing, Miss 
Fernley continued, — Poor Mr. Woodward 
is very ill ; and as you are a medical man, I 
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thought perhaps, you would be able to tell us 
what ought to be done." 

Dear me ! " I exclaimed, I am ajfraid I 
can be of no use. Miss Fernley, for I am but a 
tyro ; however, I '11 do the best I m able." 

" Thank you; he wished me to ask you to 
see him. I believe he has taken poison." 

" Good gracious ! " I sprang up the stairs^ 
leaving my landlady to follow at her leisure, 
and rushed into my fellow-lodger's room, with- 
out waiting to be announced. 

Mr. Woodward was sitting up in bed, looking 
ghastly. 

" A little accident, mate," he said, as soon 
as he saw me. 

It was a style of address I was not used to, 
and the words, as well as the tone in which 
they were spoken, jarred painfully on my ear. 

" A little accident, mate." He spoke thicky 
as if he had something in his mouth ; and so 
he had. 

It seemed he had a cold, or thought h§ had, 
for he was a veritable hypochondriac, and had 
got a draught and a small bottle of liniment 
jfrom the chemist; but had, unfortunately, taken 
the latter instead of the former after getting 
into bed. 
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His mouth was badly scalded ; but, happiljr^ 
Tie had not swallowed any of the embroeatioBy 
and his throat was unharmed. 

" What am I to do, mate?" 

" What have you taken ? ^ — 

"Hartshorn." 

I had sufficient medical knowledge to be 
aware that an acid was the best antidote for 
an alkali, and immediately called out Ibr 
"vinegar." 

" Ann," exclaimed Miss "Femley, who had 
followed me into the room, " run for the 
cruet-stand." 

" Ann scuttled off, and her mistress, fearful 
lest she should make a mistake, hurried after 
her. 

"Mr. Woodward has taken poison"— "JPfe 
has attempted to commit suicide" — " Didn't I 
tell you he was as mad as a March hare," &c., 
&c. Such were the comments of his feUow- 
boarders upon learning what had taken place. 

Poor Miss Matilda went into violent hysterics 
on the stairs, where she was supported by Mr. 
Cornell and the barrister. 

The three clerks rushed into the patient's 
room. "What's the matter ?-^Can I do any- 
thing ? " all three speaking together. 
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"No," I replied, "nothing. Please do not 
crowd the room." 

I have no doubt they thought I was very 
rude, but their rough, boisterous ways annoyed 
me, and fearfully irritated Mr. Woodward, 
who began to swear in an imdertone, making 
use of the most horrible imprecations ; and 
nothing so puts me out as the sound of profane 
language. 

I was scandalized, too, for Miss Matilda 
had told me that he was preparing for the 
Church, and was such an excellent young 
man. 

Nevertheless he swore awfully. I don't know 
that I ever heard worse language proceed from 
the lips of the commonest bullock-driver. 

"Hush!" I said, as the clerks somewhat 
precipitately left the room, " hush ! don't go 
on like that, Mr. Woodward, you make me 
shiver ; besides, what good can it do you ? 
And remember you will have to give account 
of this some day," 

"Bosh!" replied Mr. Woodward; "I hate 
preaching; my dislike to it has lost me a 
fortune. I should have been a millionaire 
now if I could have put up with my late 
partner's canting humbug." 
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Every second word of the above short speech 
was an oath or an execration. 

I saw that the man was excited, and fancied 
he had been drinking spirits ; and afraid of 
still further irritating him, I merely repeated,. 
^'Hush! you are better now, at all events; 
and though your tongue and mouth will be 
sore enough for some days to come, you have 
received no serious damage ; things might have 
been worse." 

His answer was another dreadful execration ; 
so I hastily wished him good night, and went 
downstairs. 

There was much curiosity expressed in the 
sitting-room about my patient, as they called 
him, which I did not choose to gratify; and 
after finishing my tea, which Mr. Woodward's 
mishap had interrupted, I went to my room to 
read for a couple of hours, and then looked in 
at the invalid, who was either asleep or pre- 
tended to be ; so I left him to his repose, 
wishing him a better temper, and more resig- 
nation to the disjicnsations of Providence, or, 
as some would say, more patience. 

Next morning I found Mr. Woodward much 
better, and, at his request, sat with him for 
some time. 
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During the course of our conversation, 
which,' naturally, ran upon Australia, he said, 
I don't know how it is, mate, but I feel in a 
kind of way attracted to you, as I have never 
been to any one else in my life." 

I was conscious of feeling something of the 
same sort myself, and wanting opportunity 
to analyze my feelings, hazarded the reply, 
" Perhaps it is the bond of a common country," 
which, doubtless, was the case. 

" Perhaps so," he replied, " and yet I am 
not a native, as you are. I spent seven years 
in the colony, the usual term of transportation, 
I believe, and that is all." 

" But you were not lagged?" I asked, invo- 
luntarily, and forgetting that Victoria was a 
*^free" colony. 

He smiled. "Of course not; if I had 
been, do you think I 'd talk about it ?" 
Did you like the country ?" 

" Well, yes, on the whole, I may say I did ; 
but it is a rough place." 

"No doubt it has its rough aspects, just 
the same as Ireland, or any other country; 
but it has plenty of smooth features, too ; 
it all depends through what medium you 
viewed it." 

VOL. I. G 
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''Possibly; however, we sha'n't dispute 
a]K)iit that, mate." 

I wish you would not make use of that 

inexpressibly odious word." 

^'AVhat word, mate?" 

Why the word you have just used, 'mate' ; 

to my ear it is repulsive in the extreme." 

Bless me ! I thought it was the accepted 

(jolonial equivalent for ' sir.' " 

I shook my head. I am sure you know 

bettor ; no colonial gentleman would ever make 

use of it." 

Well, well, I must give it up. I have 
too few acquaintances, not to say friends, to 
afford to run the risk of losing one for the 
sake of a word — " and he would up with a 
tremendous oath. 

My dear sir," I exclaimed, " if we are to 
continue on speaking terms, you must also 
break off, what seems to be a habit with you, 
the use of bad language. I have never been 
accustomed to listen to it, and shall not now 
))egin." 

''Well, well, I am an unfortunate devil, I 
know ; but I ought to be a gentleman, so I '11 
try what I can do, and will begin by begging 
your pardon." 
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"That's a good fellow," I replied, as I 
shook hands with him ; " but don't trust too 
much to your own strength of resolution ; look 
higher — ^you know what I mean." 

He frowned, but gave me no answer, and I 
left him to resume my studies. 

After that we grew to be very good 
friends, even calling each other by our Chris- 
tian names. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A FELLOW-COUNTRYMAN. 

I AM habitually rather slow in contracting: 
firiendship with any one; but in the present 
instance, whether it was actually the bond of 
a common country that drew us together, or 
some peculiar fascination in my new acquaint- 
ance, I cannot tell. After all, perhaps, it was^ 
his loneliness, and utter hopelessness both aa 
regarded this world and the next, that excited 
my compassion; I know not; but the fact 
remains that I felt powerfully attracted towards 
him, though I rebelled somewhat at first, and 
struggled with all my strength to resist the 
feeling that daily grew upon me in intensity, 
for I disliked the man for many reasons, and 
in many ways ; but no one can be stronger 
than his destiny, and in a short time I suc- 
cumbed to mine. 

We became fast friends ; and the bond thus 
cemented was never afterwards severed, not- 
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withstanding the amazing vicissitudes of fortune 
that awaited us — one of us, at least. 

He told me his history, which, with his 
permission, I have related in full elsewhere ;* 
but may as well recapitulate briefly here. 

He was the elder of the twin and only sons 
of a coimtry parson, who died shortly before 
the lads had reached their nineteenth year — 
they had had the great misfortune to lose 
their mother in the hour of their birth — 
and having no near relatives to control their 
movements, they decided upon emigrating to 
Australia, where the younger of the brothers 
died, and the elder, after undergoing a number 
and variety of hardships, was on the point 
of realizing a large fortime, when a stupid 
misconception relative to a young lady — Doctor 
Middleton's daughter — of whom he was ena- 
moured, threw him into a frenzy which caused 
him to quarrel with his best friend, and sent 
him a bitter misanthrope, without faith in 
Ood or man, back to his native land, where 
chance, or a higher power, directed him to 
Miss Femley's boarding-house. 

The first appreciable evidence of good 
effected in him by his friendship for the writer 
* "A Desperate Character," which see. 
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of these pages, was the abandonment, in a 
great measure, of his abominable and un- 
gentlemanly habit of cursing and swearing. 

"You don't swear down-stairs before the 
ladies, Woodward," I said to him one day; 
" why should you do so in my presence 
and in that of the clerks ? it is a disgraceful 
habit." 

" I '11 try and break it ojff, mate." 

" I do wish you would give over using that 
vulgar expression you are so fond of, too ; you 
know I cannot bear it," and after a while he 
gave that over also. 

I could scarcely believe it possible, after I 
had known him for a few weeks, that he 
could have any serious intention of becoming 
a clergyman, as Miss Matilda had assured me 
was really the case ; for he affected to be an 
atheist, or a pantheist, or something of the sort. 

" I wonder," he said to me one day, " you 
don't turn parson yourself; you are such an 
adept at preaching to me, I 'm sure you are 
just cut out for the trade." 

" Excuse me," I replied, " I have never felt 
conscious of the slightest vocation for that high 
calling. On the contrary, I am certain that as 
a medical man I shall have greater oppor- 
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tunities for benefiting my sufiering fellow- 
creatures, and putting in a word in season." 

And out of season, too, I'll be boimd," he 
replied, with a sneer. 

^^Just so," I answered; "in or out of 
season, whenever I see an opportunity of 
doing good." 

" What a paragon you are ! " 

" Nay, not I ; but I wish you were nearer 
one than you are. What on earth can have 
put it into your head to ' go into the Church,' 
as you say? " 

" I scarcely know ; the devil, perhaps, if 
there be such a being." 

"Come, now, don't blaspheme." 

"Blaspheme the devil! that's good. Well, 
my father was a parson, you see ; and so 
were his father and grandfather before him ; 
and, no doubt, there was something in that 
that induced me to think of taking up the 
same trade." 

"Trade!" 

" Why not ? What is preaching but a trade, 
and a deuced bad one, too ? But it was not 
altogether the desire of following, or adopting, 
the Egyptian policy of hereditary occupations 
that actuated me in the matter ; the clerical 
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business gives a fellow an entrance into the 
best families ; do you twig ? " 
^^Notl.'' 

Wliy, there are such things as heiresses in 
these happy islands, my friend, who are pro- 
verbially fond of white chokers ; so, as I missed 
one fortune through a woman, like an idiot as 
I was, I thought I 'd see if I could pick up 
another with one." 

I noticed an uneasy expression in his eyes as 
he made the above confession, in a bitterly 
sneering tone, and I gained hope. I did not 
press the subject then, but I worked upon him 
by degrees, and gradually brought him round 
to a more healthy frame of mind. 

I believe you are right," he said to me one 
day, after the subject had been again, for some 
time, warmly discussed between us ; "I believe 
you are right. I have no business in the 
Church." 

^^Not as a minister, Charley, certainly.'' 
Still, I must do something. It is not 
exactly that I could not manage to exist with- 
out it, but I feel sure I shall go mad if I am 
long without some occupation." 

" There are lots of ways in which you might 
employ yourself. For instance, as you are so 
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fond of scribbling, why not turn professional 
author?" 

^^Yon are verdant, friend! as if I had not 
tried, and tried, until I am utterly sick and 
tired." 

I was not aware of that." 
I have. I 've written folios, but can't find 
editor or publisher ass enough to accept them; 
I haven't money enough to print them myself; 
-and, if I did, nobody would be idiotic enough 
to read my books." 

Well, there is the law." 

" As if I wasn't bad enough as it is ! " 

" Why not try medicine ? " 

^^By Jove!" he exclaimed, with energy, 

that's just the thing!" 

" Very good, Charley ; I shall be delighted 
to introduce you to the Professor ; and as the 
class recommences for the session next week, 
you are just in time." 

" I am quite in love with the idea." 
I think it is a good one ; and as I have a 
year's start of you, I shall be able to put you up 
to a good many tips. The elements of any 
science are fearfiiUy dry ; but once you have 
mastered them, you will get on famously." 

" I dare say." 
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You have taken a degree in arts, have you 
not?" 

" Not yet, but I shall at the next Commence- 
ment. I had gone as far as my ^ little go ' 
before I went out to your couutry, and have 
continued my lectures since I came home, with 
the intention, as you are aware, of taking 
orders; however, I am glad I have allowed 
you to persuade me to change my mind." 

So am I, Charley ; it was the last thing you 
ought to have thought about." 

He sighed, I sometimes think I shall go 
mad." 

Not at all ; but you have led too sedentary 
a life, and have grown misanthropic in conse- 
quence: when once you begin to mix more 
with other fellows, you '11 be all right.'' 

Perhaps so. The only thing that makes 
me hesitate is my age." 

" There is not much difference in our ages, I 
fancy ; and you '11 get on famously, I have no 
doubt. In fact, you have a great advantage over 
me, in having had a classical education, which 
will also enable you to take out a much higher 
degree in medicine than ever I shall." 

We did not work in the same school, for he 
attached himself to that of the University; 
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whilst I was already connected with the College 
of Surgeons ; but we read together of an even- 
ing, and compared notes, which helped us a 
good deal. 

Charles Woodward was a changed man, in 
many respects ; he was generally cheerful, and 
seemed quite enamoured of his new pursuit ; at 
times, however, the old restless expression 
would return to his eyes, but not for long 
together. 

Once or twice he said he was tired, and 
should give up the idea of becoming a medical 
man. He had enough to live on, he said, and 
did not see why he should go on tormenting 
himself with studies that would never be of 
any use to him in after-life ; for even if he took 
out a degree, he would never practise. 

"Nonsense!" I would say, and rally him 
out of his vacillation. 

Matters went on quietly for about a year, 
during which he and I made an excursion into 
the country for a few weeks together, after he 
had taken his Bachelor's degree. 

In commemoration of the latter event, he 
treated the clerks and the rest of the boarders, 
very much against my advice, to a supper, 
when he and they got very noisy, so that I 
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(expected every nioment to find that the neigh- 
bours had sent for the police. 

Miss Fernley was vastly indignant, and poor 
Miss Matilda had another hysterical attack. 

Up to that night I feel sure that Charley vvas 
quite unconscious of the tender feeling with 
wliicli he was regarded by that poor lady ; but 
the truth seemed to dawn upon him then, and 
afforded him a good deal of amusement. 

He had, hitherto, been civil in his behaviour 
towards her, except when irritated by her mis- 
takes at cards ; but after the discovery of her 
regard for him, he made a practice of address- 
ing her in a tone of mock gallantry, that grated 
on my ear, and so hm^t Miss Matilda, that she 
was nearly always in tears when he was in the 
room. 

One day, when I had been remonstrating 
with him about his conduct, he said : Look 
here, Tom, it 's no use ; out of this I must go, 
or that old woman will drive me mad. I am 
going to take lodgings somewhere, and you 
shall join me. We '11 board together, and be as 
jolly as a pair of sand-larks." 

I don't want to leave, Charley; this place 
suits me, and there is nobody in love with me 
that I know of." 
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Very well," he replied; you can do as 
you please." 

I made him no answer, and he presently con- 
tinued. Yes, I shall go ; and if I follow on to 
the deuce, it will be your fault." 

It is hard to throw the blame of your own 
folly upon me. Why need you mind her ? If it 
amuses her to stare at you, what harm ?" 

But it was no use trying to argue with him, 
so I agreed to his proposal. 

You must tell Miss F.," was the next 
remark he made. 

Thank you," I replied; I would rather 
not." But I did as , I was bid in the end, never- 
theless. 

Miss Fernley took the news very quietly. 
She was getting weary of it all, poor soul;, 
and one boarder more or less made but little 
difference. 

Miss Matilda had not been present when I 
announced our approaching departure to her 
sister, who, I presume, communicated the news^ 
to her, for she did not appear at dinner, and at 
tea-time her cheeks were as highly rouged as a 
Tasmanian apple, and her eyes were swollen to 
the size of Paramatta pears. I was truly sorry 
for her. 
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After some searching we found convenient 
lodgings at no great distance ; but it was dreary 
work sitting down, day after day, to one's soli- 
tary steak or chop, which was certain, more- 
over, to be either cooked to a cinder or mider- 
done enough to have satisfied Miss Sharman. 

Charley generally dined in town at some 
restaurant — a piece of extravagance in which 
my limited means prevented my indulging. 

I must confess I often, during that time, re- 
gretted the flesh-pots of Egypt, to wit, Miss 
Femley's roast and boiled, her puddings and 
her pies. 

When Christmas-day came round, I was 
invited to dine at my uncle's, and accepted 
the invitation with a certain amount of 
pleasure. 

I wished to bring Charley with me, but he 
was in an unusually misanthropic frame of mind, 
and would not consent to accompany me. 

Mrs. Maguire, our landlady, promised to 
make him comfortable with a plmn-pudding 
and appropriate sauce at home. I doubted 
her ability, but kept my misgivings to myself. 

I got on better with my youthful cousins, 
thanks I suppose to a supply of books and 
toys with which I had provided myself, than 
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^ver I had done before, and spent a very 
pleasant time. 

It rained a little deluge all the evening, and 
my aunt insisted upon my remaining at their 
house all night. 

Wouldn't Charley talk at me in the morn- 
ing ! Never mind : conscious of my own 
integrity, I would have no difficulty in ward- 
ing ojff his attack. I stayed. 

I suppose there are such phenomena as 
spirit-warnings, previsions, or forebodings — call 
them what you will ; at least, I fancy I have 
felt something of the kind more than once, 
and especially I did so on that Christmas night. 

I could not sleep for a long time after 
getting into bed ; and when, at last, I dozed 
oflF, it was to dream of Charles. 

Such disagreeable dreams ! he was dying, 
and calling for me — ^he was dead. Then I saw 
his ghost, as I imagined, which reproached me 
for not coming to his assistance before it was 
too late. I don't know that I ever spent so 
miserable a night. 

My aunt laughed at me in the morning 
when I told her my dreams and presentiments. 
She said it was the plum-pudding, which, cer- 
tainly, was very rich. 
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I didn't believe it was though; and after 
breakfast hurried back home, as I used to call 
my lodgings, for want of a more appropriate 
name. 

I had forgotten my latch-key^ and wa^ 
obliged to knock two or three times before 
the door was opened, which, at last, it was 
by Mrs. Maguire herself, who looked at me 
reproachfully, and exclaimed, — 

^^Oh! Mr. Cochrane, I'm so glad you've 
come, for your Mend is dying, I 'm afraid." 

My dream was true, then, after all ! I did 
not wait to hear more, but rushed up to 
Woodward's room. He was, certainly, very ill. 

His face was flushed, his lips parched and 
dry, and his breath short and laboured. A 
glance told me he was sujffering from inflam- 
mation of the lungs. 

^'Charley, my dear fellow!" I exclaimed^ 

when did this come on ?" 

It has been coming on for some time," he 
said, speaking with difficulty. 

Wliy didn't you tell me? it might have 
been checked." 

I tliouglit it was only a cold, and did not 
want to trouble you when you were just 
going out to enjoy yourself." 
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Poor fellow ! and I thought you were in 
the sulks ! Mrs. Maguire, will you make a 
strong mustard-plaster, and put it on his 
chest, while I go for the Professor?" 

Don't leave me, Tom." 

My dear boy, I must ; but only for a very 
short time ; I shall take a car ; he 's sure to be 
at home now." 

I did not wait, even to see whether my 
instructions to the landlady, who had followed 
me into my friend's room, were carried out or 
not. It would have been better had I done so; 
for she either forgot all about it, or preferred 
awaiting the Physician's arrival, having no 
confidence in my professional skill. 

As I expected, I found the Professor at 
home. 

Doctor," I exclaimed, as I burst into his 
study, without stopping to be announced — 
doctor, I 'm afraid Woodward is dying ! " 
^' Dying?" coolly interrogated the Professor, 
without moving, when I expected he would have 
instantly started from his chair, and rushed off 
with me to the sick man's bed. What is the 
matter with him, eh ? " 

I think it is inflammation of the lungs." 
^^Say pneumonia, Cochrane. Always call 
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diseases by their technical names when you 
are addressing a member of the professioi;i ; it 
is only when you are speaking to a layman 
you are to employ the vernacular." 

My dear sir," I interrupted, ''the poor 
fellow is dangerously ill. I have come to bring 
you out to him at once." 

Hem! " coughed the Professor, ^^did you 
make an examination of the patient ?" 
" No, sir." 

Wrong, Cochrane, wrong; you should never 
jump at conclusions, it is improfessional. How 
do you know it is not asthma or bronchitis he 
is suffering from ? " 

Truly the Professor was irritating. 

'' Will you come, sir, or not ? " I asked, with 
less deference than the doctor was. accustomed 
to receive, in general, from his pupils. 

'' Keep yourself cool, Cochrane ; keep your- 
self cool in every emergency ; that is the first 
condition necessary for a successful career in 
the profession." 

Certainly the learned gentleman was aggra- 
vating. 

" Will you come, sir ? " 
Patience, Cocln-ane; patience, my good 
fellow ; let us understand each other. What 
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liave you done for your friend in the mean- 
time?" 

" Nothing." 
Very bad practice, Cochrane; very bad 
practice indeed ; could not be worse." 

I thought it better to see you first ; but I 
desired the landlady to put him on a strong 
mustard-plaster." 

" So far so good, Cochrane. I am glad to 
see you did not quite lose your head." 

The Professor was getting past endurance. 
I seized my hat. Good morning, sir ; I must 
try and get some one else to see him." 

" I very much doubt," observed the Pro- 
fessor, blandly, if you will make a successfiil 
practitioner, Cochrane ; you are sadly deficient 
in coolness." 

" Sir, my friend is dying ; will you 
€ome?" 

^'Certainly, Cochrane: kindly ring for my 
man." 

I rang the bell. 
Order the carriage round, John." 
I have a cab at the door, sir," I exclaimed. 
'^Pray, pray do not wait." 

" That will do, John," quietly remarked the 
Professor, "you need not order the carriage 
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yet ; send it round in half an hour to — where 
does your Mend Kve, Cochrane ? " 

"Number seven, Marigold Terrace, doc- 
tor." 

" Very good. You will not forget the addreoSy 
John?" 
"No, sir.'' 

"No matter; you had better write it down 
at once. My boots." 

With aggravating coolness, the Professor put 
them on. 

" My coat." He got into it with extreme 
deliberation, and waited, without the slightest 
sign of impatience, while John elaborately 
brushed it down. 

" My hat — ^my gloves." These accessories 
to his toilet the Professor adjusted with scrupu- 
lous care. He then armed himself with a stetho- 
scope, and, at last, proclaimed himself ready. 
At least half an hour had been wasted. 

" Drive like mad," was my injunction to the 
" jarvey," as soon as I had got the Professor 
safely into the cab — " drive like mad ; a man's 
life depends on your speed." 

" Never fear, yer honner ! but where to, av 
ye plaze ? " 

I gave him the direction ; and I suppose the 
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doctor never made a quicker journey in his 
life. 

Dear me! " he exclaimed more than once, 
we shall surely be upset; the man is either 
mad or intoxicated." 

'^No fear, sir," I said, ^^it will be all 
right." 

I tossed the driver half a sovereign, and 
rushed up the steps to open the door for the 
. Professor, whom I could have found it in my 
heart to kick for the deliberation with which 
he followed. 

When, at last, he was inside the house, he 
divested himself of great-coat, hat, and gloves, 
and carefully deposited these articles in the 
parlour, before I could persuade him to go up 
stairs. 

In the sick-room, however, I forgave him 
all, and once more learned to distrust my first 
impressions; for no one could possibly have 
been kinder than the Professor. 

He made a most careful and thorough ex- 
amination of the patient; and then delivered 
the following judgment in his hearing: 
^' Himi ! no organic lesion ; but there is strong 
inflammatory mischief in the whole of the 
right lung, and considerable congestion at the- 
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base of the left. Should that increase, no 
earthly power can save you, my poor fellow. 
As it is, you are in extreme danger ; but I trust 
you are prepared for the alternative, should 
the remedies we are about to use fail in their 
effect." 

Charles was scarcely conscious; but he partly 
gathered the sense of the doctor's words, and 
his lips quivered. 

Must I die ? " he asked, faintly. 

^^Not necessarily,'' replied the physician; 
'^but, as I have said, should human assistance 
prove of no avail, you are, I trust, prepared 
for the alternative." 

Charles closed his eyes, and remained silent. 

The Professor then quietly knelt down by 
the bed side and offered up a prayer for the 
sick man's restoration to health, subject to the 
will of Providence. 

When he had finished praying, he addressed 
the patient : Would you like to see a clergy- 
man, my poor fellow ? " 

Charley nodded his head, almost imper- 
ceptibly ; his eyes remaining closed. 

^^What church has he been in the habit of 
attending?" inquired the Professor, turning 
to me. 
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^^Mr. M^Whirter's," I replied, "and some- 
times the College Chapel." 

"I know Mr. M^Whirter," returned the 
Professor, " and will call on him on my way 
home." 

" Doctor," I exclaimed, as I pressed the 
worthy man's hand on the door-step, " I beg 
your pardon, and hope you will forgive me 
my hard thoughts of you this morning." 

"Pooh! pooh! Cochrane; nonsense! I sup- 
pose you thought me unfeeling; but I saw 
that you had quite lost your presence of mind, 
and I never omit an opportunity of inculcating 
a useftJ lesson. Grood-bye. I shall see Wood- 
ward again to-night." 

He left fiill directions as to the patient's 
treatment,* which were rigidly carried out, in 
spite of Charley's opposition ; still no amend- 
ment in the poor fellow's condition took place. 

The Rev. Mr. M^Whirter had a short inter- 
view with the sick man, but what transpired 
between them I know not, for I was not 
present. 

Towards evening Charles was violently de- 
lirious. I could only pray for him, and did 
so earnestly, that he might get well. 

Was I wrong? Heaven knows. The Pro- 
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feasor, too, had some friends at his house that 
evening, after he had seen Woodward for the 
second time, and they also joined in prayer for 
the sparing of his life. 
He lived. 

During the night, or rather in the early 
morning, a change took place ; and when the 
physician called about ten o'clock, he pro- 
nounced his patient better, and gave good 
hope of his recovery. 

Charles was not as much pleased with the 
intelligence as one might have anticipated. 
^^Ihad hoped,'' he murmured, faintly, "that 
it was all over, and that I should be soon at 
rest ; and now I have to go through the fever 
of life again. Grod's will be done." 

The convalescence was slow, but iminter- 
rupted. If Charley had been thin before his 
illness, I must leave it to the reader's imagina- 
tion to picture his condition when, at last, he 
was enabled to leave his bed. It positively 
made me shudder to look at his wasted 
form. 

We were not comfortable at Marigold Terrace; 
and, as my friend got stronger, we held a con- 
sultation one day, and decided upon returning 
to Miss Fernley's, should that lady have vacan- 
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cies in her establishment and be wilKng to 
receive ns. 

''Win you call on her, Tom 

*^Very well," I assented. 

Miss Fernley received me very graciously. 
There was but one room vacant, my old one. 
Woodward's was occupied by a new boarder ; 
but clerk number three was about to leave, and 
in the mean time a bed could be made up for 
my friend in my room, if I had no objection. 

Of course I had none ; and it was so arranged. 

How Miss Matilda's eyes sparkled when she 
heard me speak of our contemplated return ! 

For'my part, I really felt as if I were going 
home. 

The clerk left sooner than was expected, and 
Charley thereupon regained his former room, 
as Mr. Old, the new boarder, preferred the 
apartment vacated by the retiring clerk. 

I was pleased to see that a great change had 
taken place in my friend. He was a new man, 
as I fondly believed ; and so, I think, did he. 

^^Tom," he said to me one day, '' it is no use 
battling against one's destiny ; I cannot go on 
with the medical." 

^^What are you talking about!" I cried, in 
astonishment. 
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*'You will laujrh at me, I dare say, but I 
cannot help it. During my illness I had a 
A-ision." 

'^Nonsense! my dear fellow, you have no 
notion how delirious you were, and what utter 
rubbish you talked all the time." 

" Possibly," he replied; " nevertheless I had 
a A-ision, Tom. It was about when I was at the 
worst. I saw Him as distinctly as I see you 
now, and He said to me, ^ Thou shalt not die, 
but live to preach my gospel ' — ^and, Tom, my 
dear friend, I feel sure you will not laugh at me 
when I say that woe is me if I do not obey." 

God forbid that I should be a stmnbling- 
block in your way, Charley; but I sadly mis- 
trust your vision. Wait a while, man, and see 
what your feelings will be when you get stronger.'* 
No, Tom, I must riot wait ; I dare not. My 
mind is fully made up, and I told the Professor 
so yesterday when he was here." 

^^What didhesay?" 
Pretty much what you have said ; but it is 
no matter ; I dare not disobey the Divine com- 
mand. As soon as I am able to go out I shall 
resume my attendance at the Divinity Lectures, 
and in about another year I '11 be ready to take 
orders." 
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^^Well, Charley, I would be the last person 
in the world to dissuade you from you intention, 

,if I thought " 

If you thought the Church was my voca- 
tion, you mean." 

^^Yes, that is exactly what I was about ta 
say." 

^^And do you doubt it?" 
1 must speak the truth, Charley ; I do, 
indeed." 

Why so?" 

I believe your vision is nothing but a fever- 
begotten delusion, and that you will yet live to 
repent of your hasty resolve." 

Tom, I do mean it ; I do, indeed." There 
were tears in his eyes as he spoke. I could say 
no more. 
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CHAPTER V. 

ST. cuthbert's. 

Shortly after our return to Carlton Terrace, 
I was appointed Interne, or Resident Pupil, to 
our hospital, St. Cuthbert's ; and entered upon 
the discharge of my important duties with a 
considerable amount of satisfaction, and a good 
deal of diffidence. 

Ours was a special institution,'' supported 
entirely by voluntary contributions. It was 
supposed to contain one hundred beds, though 
' rarely more than half that number were occu- 
pied, in consequence of lack of fdnds. 

When I call St. Cuthbert's a "special" 
hospital, I do not mean that its benefits were 
restricted to the sufferers fi:om any particular 
class of disease, for all maladies were indis- 
criminately treated within its walls; but no 
patient was admitted unless certified as be- 
longing to a particular sect, no matter which, 
by a minister of the same denomination. 
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The hospital authorities had not always been 
as strict ; for if the truth must be told, they 
were rather of a proselytizing turn ; but some 
time previous to my connexion with the insti- 
tution, an accident case had been brought in 
one evening late, and was quickly followed by 
the wife, or mother of the suflFerer, accom- 
panied by a clerical gentleman of her own 
persuasion, which was not that of the patrons 
of the institution. 

A very distressing scene ensued. The Secre- 
tary, an excellent fellow, was bound to refuse 
admission to the woman's ghostly adviser, who, 
on his part, vehemently insisted on seeing the 
patient, and walked for some time up and 
down the hall in a state of the greatest ex- 
citement, ringing his hands, and exclaiming^ 
" Can this be a Christian land ! How can 
these people pretend to be Christians ! " 

Of course a mob soon collected outside, 
and it was feared the place would have been 
wrecked, as very likely would have been the 
case, had not a messenger been despatched by a 
back way for the police. 

After- a very exciting scene, the clerical 
gentleman was at last persuaded to take his 
departure, on the joint assurances of the Secre-^ 
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tary and the Resident Pupil, that the man 
was not dangerously injured, and would, in 
all probability, be discharged in the morning, 
as soon as he had been seen by the surgeons. 

Up to that date members of all religious 
persuasions, or of none, had been freely 
admitted ; but were, most illogically, debarred 
the privilege of any ghostly ministration, ex- 
cepting such as the chaplain of the institution 
thought proper to aflford them. 

After that night, however, it was resolved 
that no person should be taken in unless he, 
or she, was certified to be a member of a cer- 
tain denomination, to wit, that of the managers 
themselves. 

Mistakes, nevertheless, not unfrequently oc- 
curred. In my time, for instance, a man was 
admitted into the hospital professing to be a 
St. Cuthbertite, and underwent a serious opera- 
tion in the surgical ward. After a while ugly 
symptoms made their appearance, and the man, 
getting frightened, confessed that he was an 
impostor. 

Of course, his request to see a clergyman of 
the sect to which he really belonged was, by 
the rules of the hospital, inadmissible ; and he 
was actually carried on a mattress across the 
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street to a private house opposite, where he 
received the spiritual consolation he desired, 
and was carried back again — to die. 

I joined St. Cuthbert's in ignorance of its 
limited capacity for teaching, in consequence 
of the Professor, to whom I had been intro- 
duced, being one of its physicians; and I 
esteemed him too highly to think of aban- 
doning the benefit of his tuition and example 
for even the largest field of observation afforded 
in the city. 

Such was the institution to which I had been 
appointed Resident Pupil, soon after my return 
to Carlton Terrace. 

There was a hSte noire in the establishment, 
of which I had heard much long before my 
acceptance of office, but I had quite made up 
my mind not to be frightened by it. I am 
ungallant enough to admit that I refer to the 
Lady Superintendent, who had been the terror 
of all previous, as she has been, I am told, of 
all subsequent Internes. 

She was a widow. 
As if she could possibly be anything else, 
having once been married," sarcastically re- 
marked my associate one day, when she had 
been more than usually aggravating. 
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She was tall and gaunt and middle-aged, 
and was never seen by any one without her 
bonnet; indeed, it was confidently asserted 
in the establishment that she habitually slept in 
it ; but for this I cannot vouch. 

The nurses in the children's ward used to 
say that whenever she came in the milk im- 
mediately turned sour; no doubt they ex- 
aggerated ; but that she was possessed of a 
most acidulous aspect cannot be denied. 

As an Exteme, I had never come in" contact 
with the lady, although I had frequently seen 
her at a distance, which I had no desire to 
lessen. 

I have no doubt she could have discharged 
the duties of her station without dispensing 
nearly as much acidity as she usually did; 
but perhaps the weakness was constitutional, 
and she could not help it. 

The Residents' quarters at St. Cuthbert's con- 
sisted of two rooms — a sitting and a bed room ; 
the furniture of both being of the most primitive 
doscrii)tion. The carpet of the former was 
composed of cocoa-nut fibre. The latter was un- 
provided with any such efieminato luxury; but, 
then, I had never been accustomed to super- 
fluities, and did not complain; but with my 
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associate the case was diflterent. He was the 
son of a rich merchant of Scottish extraction, 
but long resident in Dublin, named M^Lachlan, 
and was as handsome and fine a young fellow 
as could be met with in a day. 

I was scarcely old enough to be moved by 
a sentiment of parental affection for a youth of 
nineteen ; I never had either brother or sister 
of my own, and knew not the sweetness of fi:a- 
temal love ; and though a passionate admirer 
of beauty wherever to be found — in picture, 
landscape, or fellow-creature — I could not bring 
myself to believe that it was his good looks 
alone that made me take so great a fancy to my 
fellow-resident, Robert M^Lachlan. 

It was certainly not the bond of a common 
country, for he had never been out of Dublin 
in his life ; and yet I felt attracted to him as 
powerfully, though in a different way, perhaps, 
as I had been to Charley Woodward ; and the 
cause, after all, was not very far to seek, though 
I did not hit on it for some time, but thought 
it was the youth's happy, good-natured dis- 
position that had won my heart. 

As our acquaintance ripened, I began to call 
him David, and he reciprocated by giving me 
the name of Jonathan. I believe every one 
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liked liim quite as mucli as I did — every onOy 
that is, except tlic Lady Superintendent, and 
she hated him. 

St. Guthbert's was by no means a pleasant 
place to live in, though it need not have been 
as disagreeable as it was. Possibly some of 
the former residents may have given Mrs. Brown 
a bad opinion of the class in general ; but 
surely it was questionable policy on her part to 
condemn us all, and that without trial, for the 
shortcomings of a few individuals; yet she 
did, and this it was that made the post of Resi- 
dent so very undesirable. 

Our attendant, as I soon learned to my in- 
tense disgust, was the man whose other duties 
were to carry coals into the house and look 
after the mortuary ! I beUeve he never washed 
his hands from one year's end to the other, 
except, perhaps, when rinsing the pupils' tea- 
things, which he kept in a cupboard at the 
end of a dark passage leading to the coal- 
cellar. 

I had the curiosity to examine the napkin 
he used for drying our cups and saucers: it was 
black ! 

This is j)orfcctly abominable!" I said to 
Robert M^Laclilan, after I had seen the rag in 
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question, I shall go at once to Mrs. Brown 
and make a complaint." 

" Do," he replied; and ask her to let old 
Biddy attend to us instead, or the surgery-boy, 
at any rate." 

I waited on the Lady Superintendent in her 
apartments, which were simiptuously furnished 
compared with ours, and was received with the 
utmost frigidity. 

When I had made my complaint, she spoke, 
and said, — John has always waited on the 
pupils, ever since the hospital was first opened, 
and not one ever complained before : the shil- 
ling a week you each pay him is part of his 
wages." 

" I will gladly continue ^to pay it, Mrs. 
Brown, if he will only keep away, and so will 
Mr. M^Lachlan." 

I have no power in the matter," replied 
the lady, which was not altogether the case. 

But if I — if we are willing to continue pay- 
ing the man all the same, will you permit your 
servant Biddy to take his place ?" 

The Lady Superintendent uttered a little 
shriek, and held up her hands. Allow Biddy 
to wait on the pupils! No, sir, certainly 
not." 
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^MVliy not?" I asked, irritated by her 
manlier. " Surely she is old enough to be our 
mother, and plain enough to frighten Don Juan 
himself." 

Her ladyship shook her head. " She has 
quite as much to do alrea:ly as she can manage." 
" The surgery-boy?" 
" His time also is fully occupied." 
I believe it is contrary to the rules of the 
institution for the pupils to employ a char- 
woman or servant of their own ?" 
Quite so." 

Then we must continue to suffer John to 
wash our tea and dinner things, make our beds, 
and wait on us generally?" 

The Lady Superintendent inclined her head 
aflfenatively. 

But, madam," I persisted, "have you ever 
thought for a moment what the man's ordinary 
duties are?" 

" No pupil ever complained before." 

" That is nothing to the purpose, madam. 
How would you like to drink out of a cup he 
had washed, or eat out of a plate he had touched 
with his dirty hands ?" 

Her ladyship shuddered. " I should imagine 
the cases are totally different," she said. 
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Pardon me, Mrs. Brown, if I cannot see 
the matter in that light. You are a lady ; Mr. 
M^Lachlan and I are gentlemen." 

Her ladyship smiled at the absurdity of the 
idea, and repeated her stereotyped phrase, 
" No pupil ever complained before." 

Then you will not accede to my request, 
madam?" 

I have no power in the matter whatever, 
Mr. Cochrane," she replied. 

" As you please, madam. I shall appeal to 
the Committee ; and in the meantime we can 
but wait on ourselves." 

The Lady Superintendent elevated her 
angular shoulders, as much as to say that it 
was a matter of perfect indifference to her 
whether we did or not. 

^^Good morning, Mrs. Brown," — but her 
ladyship did not condescend to return my 
salutation. 

^' No use, Bob," I said to my associate on 
my returning to the Eesidency, Mrs. Brown 
seems determined to force us to keep on 
John." 

Very well, I shall wait on myself for the 
future," replied M^Lachlan. 

So shall I, Bob," I returned, and I told 
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her it was my intentii»ii to lay the matter 
before the ilanaging Committee." 

Now the head man in that venerable body 
was a (^ertain Reverend Mr. White, a pompous, 
emptv-pated n^xnile. who. like the Lady Super- 
intendent, looked upon medical students in 
general, and resident pupils in particular, as 
necessary evils, to be kept at as remote a dis- 
tance as was ix)ssible firom his august person : 
and when I entered the Board-room, he set 
himself the task of putting me down, at once. 

" Xo pupil ever complained before," he said, 
repeating the verj- words used by the Lady 
Superintendent. 

^- That maybe, Mr. White," I replied ; "but 
I am not a child, I am six and twentj' years of 
age ; and when I make a reasonable complaint 
to a body of gentlemen, I have a right to 
expect the treatment due to a gentleman at 
their hands." 

Perhaps my speech was too egotistical, but 
liis manner provoked mo, even more than liis 
words. 

" Undoubtedly/' acquiesced several of the 
(Committee ! 

No ])vi])il ever complained before,'' re- 
iterat(5(l the Reverend Mr. Wliitc. 
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" Sir," I said, exasperated beyond measure; 

how would you like to eat off a plate touched 
by the man John, direct from the mortuary? 
or drink out of a cup he had wiped with a 
cloth he had also made use of in the same 
place?'' 

Horrible!" exclaimed several members of 
the Committee. 

You exaggerate, sir," pompously exclaimed 
the Reverend Mr. White; ^Hhe worthy poor 
fellow would be incapable of committing such 
an action.'^ 

" Grentlemen,'' I said, turning my back on 
his reverence, and addressing myself to the 
other members present, I now leave the 
matter in your hands, simply remarking that 
whatever your decision may be, that man shall 
not enter our rooms again." 

What was said in the Board-room after my 
departure, I cannot say ; but no alteration was 
made, and next morning, before we were up, I 
heard John fumbling about our sitting-room as 
usual. 

" John, come here." 

He opened the bed-room door, and looked in. 
^^Well!" he asked. 

You can go ; you need not trouble yourself 
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about us again ; we dispense with your valuable 
services from this hour." 

" I ain't going to lose my money !" he said, 
doggedly. 

" You shall have your money, my man ; but 
you shall not touch a thing belonging to us 
from this time, nor put your foot inside our 
rooms.'' 

^^Surc I don't care if I don't, then!" he 
exclaimed, as he went out, banging the door 
after him. 

I had won the day; John's reign in the 
hospital was at an end, and soon afterwards he 
was discharged for insolence to the Lady 
Superintendent, who at the Professor s instance 
also permitted Biddy to take his place in wait- 
ing on us, for which, of course, the old woman 
received equivalent compensation. 

As I have said, my fellow resident, Robert 
M'Lachlan, was a good-looking fellow, and was 
blessed, moreover, with the happiest disposi- 
tion. He was, perhaps, too full of fun, for he 
delighted in practical jokes, and even played 
off one or two on Mrs. Brown, much to that 
lady's indignation and disgust. She suspected 
him directly, and at last made a complaint to 
the Professor, whose pupil he was, and de- 
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scribed him as the most insolent young man 
she had ever met; but our worthy master 
smiled, and cast oil on the troubled waters in 
the shape of honeyed words. 

If the Lady Superintendent had cause for 
complaint, so had I, although arising from 
a different source. ^^Mrs. Brown," I said to 

her one day, '^poor Jane C died this 

morning, and that horrible John has uncovered 
her body in the mortuary, where it is lying, so 
as to be seen through the open window by any 
person passing by.'' 

Dear me ! " she replied, with much asperity, 
^^you surely do not expect me to look after 
such matters, Mr. Cochrane ? It is your duty^ 
not mine, to attend to the dead-house." 

" Certainly, madam ; and that is the very 
reason I am here to complain to you. I want 
a sheet to lay over the poor thing until the 
coffin has been brought." 

John had one last week ; what has he done 
with it?" / 

" You had better ask him that question your- 
self, Mrs. Brown." 

" Sir, I request that you will not be insolent.'' 

"Very well, madam; do you wish me to 
appeal to the Committee ?" 
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"It is i^erfectly indifferent to me what you 
do. I am busy ; have the goodness to leave me." 

" Very well, madam ; several of the patients 
are walking in the yard, and most likely have 
seen what I have described ; it is not a sight 
calculated to enhance the reputation of the 
hospital/' 

" I must repeat that it is no business of 
mine, Mr. Cochrane." 

" But in the name of common decency, Mrs. 
Brown — " 

" That will do, sir.'' 

"Very good, madam." 

There was no use arguing with her, that was 
perfectly evident, and I left the room in dis- 
gust without another word. Shortly afterwards, 
however, she sent down a sheet to cover the 
corpse, and directed John to whiten the windows 
of the mortuary ; so that I had gained another 
victory. 

Not very long after this, Robert came in one 
evening rather late, and began to sing at the 
top of his voice in the hall. Mrs. Brown chanced 
to be going her rounds at the time, and heard 
him. 

"You are late, Mr. M'Lachlan!" she ex- 
claimed. 
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^^It's only ten o'clock," he replied, imitating 
her voice. 

You are intoxicated, sir!" she cried, turn- 
ing away in affected horror. 

^^Come, I say, that's too much of a good 
thing, old vinegar-face ! " shouted Bob, as the 
Lady Superintendent disappeared. She heard 
him though, and made the complaint already 
referred to, to the Professor, who excused the 
boy as well as he could, and promised to read 
him a lecture, which, however, he forgot. 

The six months of our residency had nearly 
expired, and one evening Robert and I were 
fitting in our room alone; he was reading at 
the table, leaning in an easy attitude, with his 
head on his hand. I was opposite to him, 
thinking of home, for I was uneasy about my 
father, from whom I had not heard for some 
time, and was watching the varying play of 
the boy's handsome features. Presently he 
smiled at something he was reading. What 
a beautiful face!" I mentally excMmed; ^^he 
is too handsome for a man!". His figure, too, 
was perfection ; and he had, moreover, the rare 
knack of dressing well — ^his clothes looking 
always as if he had been bom in them, they 
fitted him so exactly. I was inclined to be 
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rather vain of my own figure, but I was coarse 
and eluinsy by the side of Robert M^Lachlan ; 
ay, as Pan to Apollo. 

He smiled, and I suddenly found out that I 
was in love. 

In love! and that too witli an Irish girl! 
Good gracious! Suppose she should refuse to 
return with me to Australia ! What an idiot I 
Avas making of myself; and yet I felt that I 
could not give her up ; that she was my fiate, 
and must, sooner or later, be my wife ; and yet, 
what utter nonsense I I did not even know her 
name ; I had only seen her once, and that biit 
for a moment ; yet, what a marvellous likeness. 

Robert," I exclaimed, "is your sister like 
vou?" 

"Eh! what!" he said, looking up with a 
jDuzzled expression from his book. "What did 
you say, Jonathan?" 

" Is your sister like you, boy ?" 

"Yes, she is — that is, she is reckoned like 
me, I believe ; or I am like her, I don't know 
which; why?" 

"Nothing," I replied; and I did not speak 
ail untruth, for, at the moment, I was not 
conscious of any definite thought, — I was in a 
reverie. 
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Was she really David's sister ? I had only 
seen her once: passed her in the street one 
day; but my heart had throbbed, and I had 
pictured her sweet face to myself a thousand 
times at least since then. 

Yes, David's face recalled the fairy vision; 
and that was, doubtless, the reason I had so 
often caught myself staring at him, and could 
not divine the reason why. 

^^Is she engaged?" was my next inquiry, 
almost unconsciously spoken. 

Who ? " he asked, looking more and more 
puzzled. " What on earth are you talking 
about, old Jonathan ? " 

" Your sister, David ; is she engaged ? " 
Not that I know of," replied my Mend. 
" But what 's that to you ? You Ve never seen 
her?" 

"I am not sure, boy; and yet I think I 
have." 

Bless you, she'd never have anything to 
say to an old fellow like you." 

Old ! I am only twenty-six." 
After that we fell into a serious conversation, 
the upshot of which was that Robert asked me 
whether I was absolutely compelled to return 
to Australia, For in that case," he said, you 
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would liave no chance with my mother, or the 
governor either; they'd never give their con- 
sent to Emmy's being transported," 

" That might be arranged, David." 

" Tell you what, old fellow, you shall come 
out and spend the day at our place to-morrow." 

"You know we can't both leave the hos- 
pital together, David." 

" Get Bird to stop in for you." 

" He 's not to be depended on, boy." 

"He'll do well enough if you don't leave 
anything to drink in his way." 

" Her ladyship would be sure to make capital 
out of it, and get up a complaint to the Com- 
inittec." 

" Marry her ladyship to a Chinaman ! What 
lu^od you care about her ? " 

"I don't care anything about her, David; 
liut it is only a week now to the time of our 
^t^ttinj»" away from the hospital for good, and 
I nhould not like to get into disgrace with the 
♦mtliorities." 

You 're a noodle." 
Thank you, David." 

Wiill, so you are. But talk about leaving, 
I 11 tiill you what I mean to do first." 
•* Wliiit ? Some miscliief, I dare say." 
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"No ; I mean to give a regular good spread 
to the fellows." 

" I would advise you not, David. Suppose 
there should be a row ? " 

" I '11 guarantee there sha'n't." 

" Ah, you 're a responsible-looking personage 
yourself." 

"I should think I was," replied Eobert, 
drawing himself up to his full height, which 
was five feet ten inches, and expanding his 
broad chest to its fiillest extent. 

" Who do you intend to ask ? " I inquired, 
anxious to keep the invitations within bounds. 

" BuD, for one." 

This man, who was generally known by the 
name of " Bully," was a chronic; that is, had 
been mooning about the hospital and school 
for six or seven years, and had been plucked 
several times, although he had, by dint of 
" coaching," contrived to obtain an ordinary 
degree in the University. 

"Not that fellow, David; you know how 
the Professor dislikes him." 

" What 's the odds ! he 's great value. By 
the way, do you know what he said to-day ? " 

" Something absurd, probably." 

"Rather. I had been reading ^Tristram 
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Shandy/ and had just thrown the book on the 
table, when he lounged in and took it up ; he 
opened it in the middle, and after skimming 
over a few pages, tossed it away, saying in his 
richest brogue, ' I don't think much of them 
Yorrick's thravels.' What do you say to that 
for an A.B. of T.C.D.?" 

The poor fellow is not two degrees removed 
from an idiot. Don't ask him." 

I shall." 

Very well ; who eke ? 
^^Bird." 

Worse and worse, David." 

Not at all ; he 's the greatest value ; we '11 
make him tell us how she locked him out." 

This Bird was a poor half-witted creature, 
apothecary to the hospital, who pretended that 
the Lady Superintendent had once locked him 
out of his own rooms ; and every time he told 
the tale, he gave a new version of the affair, 
which, probably, never occurred at all, but 
nevertheless afforded much amusement to the 
students, who derived unthought-of pleasure 
from drawing him out. 
^^Wlioelse, David?" 

Biceps, Slim, &c. &c." 

Very well, boy, I don't like the idea, but I 
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can ODly advise you, and if you persist I shall 
ask Woodward and the barrister, who are 
steady fellows, and will ballast you youngsters ; 
but remember our engagement, neither cards 
nor spirits.'' 

"Neither one nor the other," replied David, 
so solemnly that I suspected he was not in 
earnest, and repeated my warning. 

Three days more, and we had fulfilled the 
term of our service in the Residency of St. 
Cuthbert's Hospital, without having, either of 
MSj been involved in any very serious aflfray 
with Mrs. Brown. Skirmishes there had been 
innumerable, but no open breach. 

M^Lachlan had a liberal allowance from his 
father, and expressed his determination of 
" doing the thing handsomely." 

The visitors arrived in due course ; tea 
passed off quietly, several songs had been sung, 
and everything was going on comfortably, 
when Mr. Bull all at once produced a pack of 
cards, and began to shuflSe and deal them out 
on the table. 

" I am very sorry," I exclaimed, " but when 
I came in here I passed my word to the Com- 
mittee that there should be no card playing 
allowed in the Residency." 

VOL. I. ^ 
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" 1 suppose I 'm nobody," said Robert. 

1 should think, M'Lachlan, you would not 
encourage any one to use them, knowing the 
engagement I am under." 

What does it signify?" sneered Bull, con- 
tinuing to shuffle his cards. Never mind him, 
Mac." 

"I shall be under the painful necessity of 
reporting you to the Committee, Mr. Bull, if 
you do not at once put up your cards." 

" Put them up. Bully," said Robert, coming 
to my assistance. 

Bull obeyed, and presently left the room. 
An oppressive silence ensued for a few minutes, 
which I broke by asking one of the fellows to 
sing. 

He was a very clever fellow, nicknamed 
Biceps, in consequence of his lack of muscular 
development; a modem Crichton, to whom 
nothing came amiss, and very good-natured to 
boot. He complied readily with my request, 
and harmony was presently restored. 

When the song was finished, and while we 
were applauding the performer, a knock was 
heard at the door of the Residency. " Come 
in," shouted several of the fellows, and the 
hall porter made his appearance. "You^re 
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wanted, av ye plaze, Mr. Cochrane, sir, 
directly.'^ 

^^Whatisit?"Iasked. 
A man, sir. He says it's a case of life and 
death, sir." 

I whispered to M^Lachlan, " You '11 keep 
order, David, while I 'm away. I shan't be 
longer gone than I can help." 

On arriving in the hall, I found a thick-set, 
middle-aged man waiting for me, who imme- 
diately exclaimed, O, doctor dear, for the 
love av glory make haste ; shure it 's dying for 
ye she is this minnit ; an' bit or sup hasn't 
crossed her lips this two days." 

" What 's the matter, man ? " 

" Me wife it is yer honner," he continued ; 

och murther ! wont ye make haste." 

" I am quite ready ; what do you want me 
to do?" 

Och sure ! I want you to come wid me, av 
coorse. O, doctor jewel, she '11 be kilt intirely 
av ye don't come ; make haste an' save her, for 
it 's the good wife she 's bin to me : save her 
sowl this night, and the Hiwens be yer bed, 
amin." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

skinner's alley. 

I RAN back into the Residency and explained, 
in as few words as possible, the state of 
affairs, and snatching up some things I thought 
I might require, put on my coat and hat, 
and followed the man, who walked rapidly, 
sobbing, as I thought; though probably the 
sounds he made were those of suppressed 
laughter. 

We passed through several streets, and 
entered an alley near the Coombe. What 
made you come for me ?" I asked. 

Shure herself knows ye, an' wuldn't have 
nobody else, the crayter." 
What 's your name ?" 
Me name, is it?" 
''Yes, what's the woman's name — your 
wife?" 

'' Judy Lani^an, to be shure." 
I don't know her." 
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"Troth, an' ye do, well, yer honner; an' 
«he knows you, for a nice, quiet, kind young 
gintleman." 

" Well, well, my man ; perhaps so : we shall 
see." 

The alley, or street, down which we were 
rapidly walking, was called Skinner's Alley. 
It had once been a place of some considera- 
tion, for the houses were tall and regularly 
built ; but it had fallen from high estate, and 
was then inhabited by the lowest of the low. 
In point of fact, it was a place to be entered 
after dark with caution ; but the doctor is a 
privileged person, and I had no hesitation in 
following my guide into one of the most 
dilapidated houses in the street, the door of 
which stood wide open. 

"Folly me close, yer honner: it's at the 
tip top av the house she is." 

The man groped his way up a wide stone 
staircase to the topmost story, where, as there 
was no moon that night, the darkness was 
Egyptian. 

" Here you are, yer honner," he exclaimed 
at last ; " here 's where she is, the crayter." 

So speaking, the man opened a door, where- 
upon a faint glimmer from an opposite 
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window enabled me to find my way into the 
room. 

Cheer up, my good woman," I exclaimed; 
please goodness you'll soon be all right 
again" — and, so great is the force of imagi- 
nation, I fancied I heard a responsive groan. 

Wait a minnit, now, yer honner, while I 
shtrike a light," said the man. 

All right," I replied, as I advanced into 
the room, the door of which the fellow imme- 
diately banged to, and locked on the outside. 

Hullo !" I cried, " what is the meaning 
of this?" and receiving no answer to my 
question, I tried to open the door, but it 
resisted all my efforts. I then groped my 
way round the apartment ; there was no bed 
in it, nor any article of furniture whatever. I 
next looked out of the window, but found 
that there was no hope of escape that way. 

What was the meaning of it? No doubt 
I should have to remain where I was till 
morning. 

Once more I felt my way round the room, 
and again tried the doorj upon which I was 
unable to make the least impression. Finding 
my efforts useless, I sat down on the bare 
boards, with my back against the door, so 
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as to render it impossible for any one to 
enter without my knowledge ; for I had ascer- 
tained that there was no other mode of ingress, 
as the room was without a fire-place. 

For some time I sat with my eyes fixed on 
the opposite window, through which I could 
just see the faintest reflection of light in the 
cold grey sky, and speculated upon the mean- 
ing of my inexplicable adventure. Then I 
began to wonder what the fellows were doing 
in the hospital; and at last my thoughts 
reverted to her who had become, for me, the 
centre round which all things moved, and 
for which everything had been created; and 
thus musing, I fell asleep. 

How long I slept, I cannot say; but it must 
, have been some hom^s, for when I awoke, 
benumbed by the draught that blew keenly 
in under the door, the moon was shining 
brightly, rendering every part of the little 
room as distinctly visible as at noon day. The 
fleecy clouds were swiftly chasing one another 
across my limited field of vision, and I watched 
them for a moment, but speedily became con- 
scious that I was not alone ; and, as I caught 
sight of an unexpected apparition, I started to 
my feet and exclaimed, Good gracious ! how 
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did you know I was here ? and how did you 

;ret in?'' 

I miglit well be surprised, for before me 
.stood my father, exactly as I had last seen 
him, nearly four years previously — ^somewhat 
thinner, and more care-worn perhaps ; but un- 
mistakably my fether, who, I was aware, had 
l>een ill, and from whom I had not heard for 
some months. He smiled. 

How did you get in ?" I rushed forward 
to embrace him, but he eluded my grasp, and 
I stumbled and fell. In a moment I recovered 
myself and rose to my feet ; but he was gone 
— the apparition had vanished. 

My father was dead : of that I felt convinced. 
Had his spirit been permitted to visit me, with 
a view to disabuse me of certain ideas that I 
held in reference to a futiu'e state, and which 
had caused him some uneasiness ? 

I do not remember going to sleep again, and 
certainly I did not faint; but, nevertheless, 
when I again took note of time, it was broad 
daylight, and the sparrows were twittering on 
the window-sill. 

I opened the window, and found that it 
looked out into a small yard, where a dirty old 
woman was (engaged in hanging out some 



SKINNEB'S ALLEY. 



137 



dirtier rags to dry. Hullo!" I shouted to 
the hag, who looked all round her, and in every 
direction but the right one: Hullo ! old lady! 
<5ome up, and let me out of this." 

At length she caught sight of me where I 
leaned half out of the little window so far above 
her head, and holding up her hands in amaze- 
ment, croaked out, ^^The saints above purtect 
lis ! whatever are ye doin' there ? " 

Nothing whatever,'' I replied; but I will 
feel extremely obliged to you, if you will come 
up and let me out." 

The old woman continued to gaze at me, 
but did not stir. 

"I'll give you a shilling, my good woman, 
if you '11 come up and let me out; the key is in 
the door." 

" Faix! an' I will that, lit ye out in a jiffey, 
ye crayter," she muttered, hmTying into the 
house and up the stairs as fast as her old legs 
would carry her, and presently arrived panting 
and blowing at the door, which she unlocked : 
" Whatever brought ye here at all ? " was her 
inquiry again, when she had opened the door, 
^d received the promised reward. 

" A man," I replied. 

"A woman, more like,'' grinned the old 
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hag, depositing lier shilling in a capacious 
pocket. 

Is there any one of the name of Lanigan, 
Judy Lanigan, living in this house?" I in- 
quired. 

^^Is there! shwe ye know there isn't," re- 
plied the woman, in the most contemptuous 
manner. 

^'How should I know, my good woman? 
and if I did, do you think I would ask you ? " 

Ah! git along wid ye, now, ye gosthoon!'^ 
exclaimed the old lady in the most excited 
manner; ^^git along wid ye, do, and don't be 
purtinding ye don't know that Judy lives at 
number sivven." 

I know nothing at all about her, my good 
woman," I repeated, as I prepared to go down 
stairs. 

An' is it deny in' the two poor little twins 
ye 'd be, ye bla'guard ! an' thim as like ye as 
two pays? '' 

The situation was becoming unpleasantly 
complicated. My good woman,'' I began — 

There! git along wid ye, do ; or it's afther 
callin' the naibors I '11 be : sure — " 

I did not wait to hear any more, but hurried 
down the stairs and into the street, much 
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puzzled by my night's adventures, and its 
morning complications, and made the best of 
my way back to the hospital. It was about 
five o'clock when I reached that institution, 
which was just beginning to stir itself into 
life. I rang the hall bell, not very gently, 
for I was a good deal excited, and the door 
was directly opened by the porter, who looked 
as if he had not been in bed all night. 

" What 's the matter. Mulligan ? " 

^'Matter is it?" he replied, repeating my 
question, more Hibemico, by way of answer. 

"Yes, matter," I said again, not very 
patiently; "you look as if you had been up 
all night." 

"So I have that; an' every sowl in the 
house, too, her ladyship an' all. Wont there 
be a quare row in the marnin', may be ! " 

" Why? what has happened ? " 

"Happened is it? bedad! yersilf stoppin' 
out all night for one thing; an' if ye '11 be 
after steppin' in to the Risidincy, ye '11 see 
another for yersilf, sir." 

It was a sight to make angels weep! the 
• table was covered with glasses and empty 
bottles, some of the contents of which had 
been scattered about the floor, as well as cards 
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and broken glass. The chairs were upset, and 
some of them smashed ; and lying in the midst 
of the debns were — good gracious! — Charles 
Woodward and the barrister ! 

I was thunderstruck; but*stepping over their 
prostrate forms, made my way into the bed- 
room. M^Lachlan was in his own bed fest 
asleep ; on mine lay Bull, in his clothes — ^BuU; 
the Professor's abomination, and mine. 

I shook Robert by the shoulder, none too 
ienderly. " What in the world have you been 
doing ? " I shouted in his ear. 

^^Eh? what?" he replied, quite coolly, 
vsitting up in bed, and directly carrying the 
war into the enemy's country by saying, 
^^Oh! it's you; you're a nice sort of fellow 
you are, staying out all night — some more of 
your saintly tricks — humbug ! " 

It would be impossible to convey the tone * 
of supreme contempt in which these words 
were spoken. 

Robert!" I exclaimed, ^^you have been 
drinking." 

^^No fear," he replied, ^'you don't catch 
this child at that sort of game, old chap. I 'm 
not drunk, never was, and never will be." 

So much the better for you; but what do you 
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mean by your insinuations? Was it by your 
directions I was played that trick last night?" 

" Me? more likely Judy Lanigan, my friend, 
if any body played you one." 

"Come, come, M'Lachlan, this is too much 
of a good thing ; I insist upon an immediate 
explanation." 

" Do you mean to say the twins don't belong 
to you." 

"Say! I'll swear it. I never even heard 
the woman's name until it was mentioned by 
the fellow who fetched me away last night; 
and I have never, to my knowledge, laid eyes 
upon her in my life." 

" All that you swear to ? " 

" Yes, all that I swear to." 

Robert whistled. " I don't think you would 
take your oath to a pack of lies, Jonathan." 

"You may be quite certain I would not, 
Robert." 

"Well, it's an infernal shame! that 'sail I 
can say, and it must be an invention of that 
fellow's there" — pointing to Bull — "for it was 
he that told us so last evening, and said you'd 
gone to spend the night with her. Let me shy 
a boot at him." 

Not yet, Robert ; wait till I get the other 
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fellows away ; then I shall have an explanation 
with him myself; and after that, you can take 
him in hand, if you choose." 

I roused up Woodward and the barrister, 
who both looked sulky and ashamed. I said 
nothing to them then, but felt more sorry than 
I can express for the former. I had never 
believed in the reality of his vision and sub- 
sequent conversion," although I have no 
doubt he did ; but so soon to meet with proof 
positive of the truth of my suspicions ! I felt 
sorry and ashamed. 

"Would you like to wash," I inquired of 
my fellow-boarders, " before you go home ?" 
but they declined. 

I then saw them out of the hospital, and 
returned to our bed-room, where I found 
Robert dressed, and Bull still fast asleep. 

"That fellow's at the bottom of it all, 
Jonathan. It was he who urged on the others ; 
only for him, there 'd have been no row, and 
every one would have been away by ten 
o'clock." 

" Why did you allow him, David ?" 

" It was wrong, no doubt, Jonathan ; but I 
was enjoying the fun so much, that I never 
thought of the consequences ! " 
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David, you 're incorrigible." 

" May be I am, old Jonathan ; but wake up 
that fellow there, if you 're going to have it 
out with him, for my fingers are itching to 
pitch into him, the rascal." 

I shook the sleeper roughly, for I was in 
a downright rage with him. 

" Get up, you scoundrel." 

He looked up, apparently surprised. 

"I hope you're ashamed of yourself?" I 
said. 

"What for?" he asked, quite coolly, and 
sitting up on the bed. 

" What for ? " I repeated ; " you know very 
well what for. How dare you tell lies about 
me to the fellows last night, and get me locked 
up in Skinner's Alley ? " 

" I never did." 

" Liar ! " 

" Well," he replied, quite unabashed, " we 
couldn't have had anything of a proper spree 
tmless you were got out of the way, with your 
confounded Puritanical airs." 

Defend yourself, sir," I cried, throwing 
off my coat, and rolling up my shirt-sleeves. 

"Come, none of that," whined Bull, with 
blanched cheeks, " or I '11 call the porter." 
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"What!" I exclaimed, "so you are a 
coward, too, as well as a liar and a sot ! " 

" You pitiful hound ! " cried Robert, scorn- 
fully. 

"That's right," whimpered Bull, "pitch 
into me both of you, do ; that ^s what you call 
fair play, I suppose." 

" No," I answered, "you shall have to 
deal with me first, Mr. Bull, and then with 
M'Lachlan. Come on." 

But the coward slunk into a comer, and I 
struck him on the face with my open hand. He 
burst into tears. He was but a year younger 
than I was, and quite as heavy a man. 

" Now," I exclaimed, " get out of this, 
and never let your shadow darken these doors 
again." 

He sidled away, as if he were afraid of being 
kicked, and Robert followed him, with the 
intention of administering a parting salute, but 
I stopped him. " Let him go. Bob ; don't soil 
your boot by touching him with it," and the 
rascal escaped without further punishment, 
which was more than he deserved. 

As the porter had predicted, there was a 
row. I was called in before the Committee, 
which had been summoned together "on an 
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emergency''; and the Rev. Mr. White, in 
scornful accents, demanded an explanation of 
what he was pleased to term my disgraceful 
conduct." 

"Sir," I replied, "when you have heard 
what I have to say, you may characterize my 
conduct as disgraceful, if you can; in the 
mean time you have no right to prejudge me, 
or to assume that I am guilty." 

" You are certainly not to blame for the 
disturbance that occurred here last night, Mr. 
Cochrane," observed the Professor, who was in 
the chair, when I had related all I knew; 
" but Mr. BuU has complained to the Committee 
that you have assaulted and beaten him. Is this 
the case ? " 

" Yes, sir," I replied, " it is partly so ; I 
struck him with my open hand, but he gave 
me great provocation." I then related how I 
had been decoyed away at his suggestion, and 
locked up all night in a garret in Skinner's 
Alley ; and told what calumnies he had circu- 
lated among the students concerning me. 

"Hum!" gnmted Mr. White, "you have 
rendered yourself liable to an action at law, 
sir." 

" I am quite ready to abide by all the con- 
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sequences of my conduct, sir/' I replied, 
stiffly. 

Mr. Cochrane," interposed the Professor, 
speaking in his blandest tones, personally I 
cannot see that vou are to blame for the occur- 
rences of last night ; but I regret that your 
just indignation should have led you so far to 
forget yourself as to strike a fellow-pupil.'' 
I regret it myself, sir." 

The Professor inclined his head. " You shall 
be acquainted with the decision of the Com- 
mittee, Mr. Cochrane; you may now retire. 
Have the goodness to send in Mr. M^Lachlan." 

^^Mr. M^Lachlan," IrepKed, ^^much against 
my advice, has gone home. I have not seen 
him since the morning." 

Hem ! " coughed the Professor. " Foolish 
fellow ! to let judgment go by default." 

I bowed, and retired. 

The Residency was full of fellows anxiously 
awaiting the decision of the Committee, for 
Robert was a universal favourite with them all. 

Well," they exclaimed, as I made my ap- 
pearance, has Bob got the sack, or what ? " 

I don't know," I replied; " they have not 
done taking evidence yet.'' 

In about an hour I was recalled. ^^Mr. 
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Cochrane/' began the Professor, the opinion 
I expressed personally to you just now, I repeat 
with the sanction of the Committee ; you are 
exonerated from all blame in connexion with 
the disturbance of last night, but it is regretted 
that you should so far have forgotten yourself 
as to strike a fellow-pupil." 

" I repeat, sir, that I deeply regret the cir- 
cumstance." 

The Professor inclined his head, gravely; 
but I detected a faint smile on his lip, as if his 
own verdict would have been Served him 
right," had his high sense of decorum permitted 
him to express it. 

He continued, — With regard to Mr. 
M^Lachlan, I regret to be obliged to say that 
the Committee are of opinion that his conduct 
in this affair has been extremely reprehensible ; 
and they call upon him immediately to resign 
the post he holds in the hospital." 

Sir," I began, M^Lachlan is very young, 
but the best hearted fellow — " 

" Mr. Cochrane," interrupted the Rev. Mr. 
White, " your desire to exculpate your friend 
is, no doubt, very creditable to you ; but the 
Committee have given their fiiUest and most 
dispassionate consideration to his case, with 
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tho result just communicated to you by the 
loarnod Professor." 

r bowed, and retired; there was nothing 
more to be said, for the decisions of the Manag- 
iiig Committee were sans appeal. 

Tho next day I returned to Carlton Terrace, 
and two other Internes were duly appointed 
in our stead. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

AN UNLUCKY SUGGESTION. 

During my residency at St. Cuthbert's I had 
retained possession of my room at Miss Femley's, 
and now and then went out to dine at Carlton 
Terrace. 

On one of these occasions, I had a long talk 
with Charles Woodward, the upshot of which 
was that I strongly advised him to get married 
as soon as he could. 

" I can't," he replied, after I had exhausted 
all I had to say on the subject. 

You can't! Nonsense, man! What on 
earth is to hinder you, if you choose? You have 
not lived all these years in Dublin without be- 
coming acquainted with some girl that would 
suit you, and be only too glad to have you for 
a husband, if you gave her the chance.^' 

That's where it is : I don't know a 
<5reature." 

" Yes, you do." I mentioned the names of 
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several young ladies in the neighbourhood, and 
said, — " They are all nice girls, why not ask 
one of them ? " 

I have not the means," he pleaded. 
Folly ! " I replied. You told me you had 
three hundred a year, and expect to be ordained 
in a few months, when you'll get another 
seventy or eighty as curate, somewhere. I wish 
I was as well off." 

"I've half a mind to give up that curacy 
business, Tom," he replied, conscience-smitten ; 
"I'm not fit for it." 

" That you are not," I exclaimed ; "and I 
am glad, indeed, to hear j^-ou say so." But I 
regretted having spoken the minute after, for 
he fired up, and said, — 

" There are hundreds of men in the Church 
who are infinitely worse than I am." 

" So much the worse for the Church ! " I could 
not resist the temptation of saying, which un- 
fortunate exclamation had the effect of putting 
a stop to our conversation for that day. After- 
wards I, once or twice, jokingly, asked him 
when the wedding was to be. 

" I know nobody," was his usual reply. 

"Dear me!" I exclaimed, one day, "how 
can you say that, when there are three maiden 
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ladies in this house, any one of whom would 
jump at an offer jfrom you with the most un- 
bounded delight. Why don 't you make up to 
Miss Sharman, and her three hundred a year, 
for instance, you that are always craving for 
money ? " 

"Raw beefsteaks and all?" he replied, 
laughing. 

"Or Miss Matilda," I continued, thought- 
lessly ; " why not propose for her ? " . 

"By Jove!" he replied, "I will; she's 
deucedly fond of me, I know ; and I 've no 
doubt will make a most devoted wife ; far more 
so than any of your haxum-scarum flighty young 
misses." 

I laughed, for I imagined, of course, that he 
was joking ; and began to talk about something 
else. I was unable to visit Carlton Terrace for 
some time afterwards, and when I did so, was 
thunderstruck, on entering the sitting-room, to 
find Miss Matilda and my friend Charles sitting 
close to each other on the sofa. I fancied he 
had had his arm roimd her waist ; but as he 
jimiped up as I entered, I was not quite sure. 

" Dear me ! " I thought to myself, " I hope 
he has not been foolish enough to take my 
thoughtless joke in earnest ! " 
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But he had. During dinner, my worst fears 
were confirmed. They called each other by 
their Christian names ! 

When I first heard Miss Matilda call my 
friend " Charles " I started, and looked about 
the table, expecting to find every one as much 
surprised as myself; but evidently the boarders 
had grown accustomed to that familiar style of 
address, for no one seemed to take the slightest 
notice. I was really sorry — ^more sorry than I 
can find words to express. I beKeved that he 
had quite forgotten his Australian love ; and it 
was my firm conviction that it would be better 
for him to marry — ^but a wife fifteen years older 
than himself ! I trembled for their future ; and 
it was all my doing. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE GROVE, CLONSKEAGH. 

It may be supposed that I was anxious to 
have my own doubts as to the identity of my 

mysterious charmer " with Robert's sister con- 
firmed or refiited ; but it was, nevertheless, a 
fact that, as the time approached, I shrank 
from the ordeal, and, under various pretexts, 
postponed the meeting. 

At last Robert would be put off no longer. 

You must come, Jonathan, and dine with us 
to-morrow ; my mother is on thorns until she 
sees you, I have told her so much about you ; 
and the governor is quite anxious to make your 
acquaintance, too; not to speak of Emmy. 
There ! no need to blush like that, old fellow ; 
she wouldn't look at you — " and so on. 

My dear David," I concluded, I would 
go with pleasure, but you see I am in mourning 
for my father, and — " 

" Why, you told me," exclaimed my friend, 
^^only a few days before our spree, that you had 
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not heard from him for months, and there ha» 
been no mail in from Australia since." 

I related my vision in banner's Alley, 
whereat Robert laughed immoderately ; but as^ 
he reftised to accept my apparition," as he 
called it, as an excuse, I had to promise that I 
would dine with him on the following day, and 
we parted, as we always did, the best of friends. 

The M^Lachlans lived at some distance from 
Carlton Terrace, at a place called ^^The 
Grove," on the banks of the river Dodder^ 
near the picturesque and romantically situated 
village of Clonskeagh. Their house, which was 
a fine one, reminded me of Mr. Harney's man- 
sion at Mount Hopeless, and stood iii the 
ce;itre of a park some seven or eight Irish acres 
in extent, part of which was laid out as lawn 
and garden. There was also a splendid range 
of conservatories adjoining the house ; for Mr. 
M^Lachlan was fond of flowers, and spent large 
sums of money in procuring choice specimens. 

Robert and I, as I have said, were fast 
friends, and I had no scruple about wooing and, 
if possible, winning his sister for my wife, pro- 
viding she really proved to be the mysterious 
beauty who had stolen away my heart ; and I 
felt sure she must be, for her likeness to my 
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friend was striking; but when I beheld the 
state of oppressive grandeur in which the 
family lived, their massive plate, the liveried 
servants, the number of the courses at dinner, 
the choice wines, and the general aspect of 
affluence that pervaded the house, my heart 
failed me, and I trembled in my mental shoes, 
if not exactly in those of patent leather. 

How was it possible that Robert could have 
put up with the Residents' quarters and fare at 
St. Cuthbert's for six months all but two days, 
after having been accustomed to so much 
luxury ! 

It was a problem I could not solve : he must 
be veiy fond of his profession, I thought ; but 
I forgot that there is such a — ^thing, shall I say? 
— ^as Destiny, or Fate. 

Mrs. M^Lachlan received me very kindly, 
.without an atom of restraint or formality, and 
at once set me completely at my ease. 

"We have heard so much of you, Mr. 
Cochrane, from Robert, that you are more like 
an old friend than a stranger, and I hope you 
will make yourself at home, and come here 
whenever you feel inclined, without waiting 
for any further invitation ; you will always be 
welcome." 
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I made a suitable reply, and Robert ex- 
>claiined, ^^I'll bring him every day, mother, 
until you 're tired to death of him, as I was at 
the hospital ; you '11 see if I don't." 

Mrs. MTiaelilan smiled fondly at her hand^ 
some son. Robert has such spirits," she said, 
apologetically; ^^I am sure we cannot be too 
thankful that he has had you for associate at 
St. Cuthbert's, Mr. Cochrane." 

I bowed, and the lady continued — It was 
much against Mr. M^Lachlan's wish, and mine, 
that he ever began to study for the profession, 
honom'able and worthy of all praise though I 
freely admit the calling to be ; for we would 
have preferred him to continue the business, 
which must otherwise pass out of the family in 
time, as he is our only son. But he has set his 
face against the ^ shop,' as he persists in term- 
ing it, wilful boy that he is." 

Who are you calling a boy, mimi?" de- 
manded the youth, drawing himself up to his 
full height, and immediately rushing at his 
mother, whom he lifted off her chair, and raised 
high above his head, where he held her with 
perfect ease, although her weight was by no 
means insignificant, until she cried for mercy," 
when he let her down, kissing her a dozen 
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times at least after she had reached the ground, 
much to the discomfiture of her cap and hair. 

"Mr. Cochrane, are you not ashamed of 
your friend?" demanded Mrs. M'Lachlan, 
pretending to be angry. 

I laughed, but made no reply. 

"Dear me," she continued, addressing her 
son, " you naughty boy, you have made me 
not fit to be seen ; ring the bell for Janet/' 

Robert affected intense regret, and pulled 
the bell-rope so hard he pulled it down. 

Mrs. M^Lachlan, pretending to be very 
angry, made as if she were going to beat him, 
whereupon he ran away, and she followed him 
roimd the room ; when, in order to escape her, 
Bob jumped over a sofa, and, entrenching him- 
self in a comer, kept her at bay with a hearth- 
brush. 

Presently Janet, an elderly Scotchwoman, 
with very red hair, made her appearance, and 
inquired "Mistress M^Lachlah's pleasure" in 
the strongest and most immitigated northern 
accent I had ever heard. 

" I want you to arrange my hair, Janet ; this 
graceless son of mine has pulled it down, a& 
you see." 

" Hech ! Maister Robert, I wonder at ye ! " 



168 DOCTOR MIDDLETON'S DAUGHTER. 



exclaimed the handmaiden, addressing the 
hope of the house with a good-himionred smile 
lurking about the comers of her particularly- 
capacious mouth; but ye 're always at some 
mischeef." 

Be off!" shouted Robert, "or I'll throw 
the broom at you." 

Janet retired precipitately, and Mrs. M^Lach- 
lan followed. 

"What a wild fellow you are, David," I 
said, when his mother had left the room ; " and 
what astounding liberties you take with Mrs. 
M^Lachlan." 

" Pooh ! " laughed Bob, " Mrs. M^Lachlan 
enjoys it. Bless you! she thinks there never 
was the like of this child in the world." 

" Have you as little respect for your father, 
David?" 

"The Gov.? Oh, that's quite a different ^ 
thing, quite another cheese altogether, Jona- 
than. You see he would have stuck me into the 
shop; and, because I didn't see it, he cut up 
rough, and refused to buy me a commission, 
which I had set my heart on. ' You won't?' 
said I. ^ I won't,' said he. ^ I 'U enlist if you 
don't,' said I. ^ Away with you,' said he. 
Well, you'll see if I don't,' said I—" 
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"My dear, David," I interrupted; "pity 
my ears, and leave out your ^ said Fs,' and 
^ said he's': it puts me in mind of an old 
woman I once heard telling a story to some of 
her acquaintance at Ringsend." 

" What was that, Jonathan ?" 

" Not much : she was telling a story to some 
friends, and repeated the words, ' said I,' ^ said 
he,' ^ said she,' ' says I,' so often, that I 'm sure 
the persons she was talking to must have felt, 
as utterly in the dark as I did as to the iden- 
tity of the hero, or heroine of her tale." 

"Is that all?" 

" Yes, what more do you want?" 

^ ^ Bah ! ' ' exclaimed Robert ; ^ ^ you ' ve always 
got some cock-and-bull sort of a yarn, old Jona- 
than, that fills a fellow with expectation, and it 
turns out to be nothing after all, just like your 
old woman's story." 

Mrs. M^Lachlan then returned with her hair 
in perfect order, and was playfully threatened 
by her son, who, however, abstained from 
again laying violent hands on Janet's artistic 
work. 

" Would you like a walk through the conser- 
vatory, Mr. Cochrane?" presently inquired 
the lady of the house. " We have a great many 
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plants jfrom Australia, which will interest you^ 
I dare say.'' 

Thank you," I replied; ^4t will give me 
great pleasure : you have no idea how anything 
coming from that country affects me* I am 
fooKshly fond of my native land." 

" Do not say ^ fooKshly,' Mr. Cochrane; the 
sentiment does you very great credit." 

I bowed : and we then inspected the plants^ 
when Mrs. M'Lachlan pointed out the banksias, 
acacias, correas, stanleyas, himieas, dilwynnias, 
and numerous other flowers and shrubs of Aus- 
tralian origin, but so developed and improved 
by cultivation that I could scarcely identify 
them with the plants bearing the same names 
with which I had been so familiar in " the 
bush." 

" Your gardener mu^ be a very skilfdl man, 
Mrs. M^Lachlan," I observed, after I had made 
tlie tour of the conservatory. 

"1 believe he is," she replied; "and he is 
particularly successful with the Australians, 
which have a special interest for him; for he 
was employed for some years by a gentleman 
near Melbourne, and afterwards bought a farm 
for himself, where he was getting on very well, 
until his wife's ill health obliged him to give it 
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up and return home. By-the-bye, is not the 
weather oppressively warm in Australia ?" 

" Not usually, Mrs. M^Lachlan ; sometimes it 
is, when the hot winds are blowing : but they 
are of nothing like so frequent occurrence as 
your cold easterly winds are over here, nor so 
prejudicial to health." 

" Oh!" mildly exclaiilned Mrs. M'Lachlan 
— evidently the subject was one in which she 
took no interest, or, possibly, she was thinking 
of something else. 

. The inspection of the plants concluded, we 
returned to the drawing-room, where we found 
Robert — ^who had excused himself from accom- 
panying us imder pretext of having to read — ^fast 
asleep on the sofa, very much in the attitude 
of Miss Hosmer s celebrated ^ Sleeping Faun.' 

I could excuse his mother's look of intense 
admiration, as she stooped over and kissed him, 
he was smiling as she did so, for I can safely 
say I never saw a more beautiful face; and I 
was once more irresistibly reminded of my 

mysterious charmer," as he persisted in call- 
ing my fair unknown : I felt sure she must be his 
sister. He was awakened by the maternal em- 
brace, and pretended to be much ashamed of 
having been caught napping. 
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^'Is dinner nearly ready?" was his next 
inquliy. " Are you hungry, Jonathan ? K you 
aint, I am. I say, mother, you'll starve 
Jonathan out and out if you don]t let him get 
his dinner soon; for remember he's used to 
dine at twelve, if not earlier, in his own 
country.'' 

Mrs. M'Lachlan looked surprised. " Robert 
means,'' I explained, " when I was in the bush, 
travelling about — at home, at my father s, we 
usually dined about six, as you do.'' 

Oh, indeed!'' once more mildly observed 
the lady of the house, who appeared to feel the 
very slightest interest in my dinner-hour. " I 
fear Robert is an incorrigible joker, Mr. Coch- 
rane. I tremble when I think what a number 
of scrapes he must have fallen into at the 
hospital, if he had not had you with hiTn to 
keep him steady." 

^'Oh dear!" sighed Robert, pretending to 
cry ; wasn't it well the poor itty ting had its 
nurse with it, to take care of it, oh ! " 

I was so thankful," continued the fond 
mother, utterly unheeding the interruption, 

when he got safe home, without having com- 
mitted himself in any way.'' 

I glanced at the culprit, and as my eye met 
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his, he winked, frowned, and put his finger 
to his lips — a pantomime which escaped Mrs. 
M^Lachlan's observation, but which I under- 
stood. ^^Oh! oh! master Bob," I thought, 
^^so you have kept your secret, have you? 
I hope you have told no stories about it, 
though." 

Just then a carriage drove up to the hall- 
door, and presently my friend's father entered 
the drawing-room. Mr. M'Lachlan was a fine- 
looking man — apparently about forty-seven or 
forty-eight years of age, as I thought. He was 
tall and broad-shouldered, had a frank, open 
expression of countenance, grey eyes, an 
enormous brown beard, and a deficiency of 
hair on the crown of his head — a defect which 
rather increased, than detracted from, the effect 
of a naturally high forehead. 

It was not difficult to fancy that in his 
youth he had borne a coarse resemblance to 
his son ; or perhaps I should say, that the latter 
was a handsome likeness of what the father 
had been in his youth ; but there was as great 
a difference between the two as between a 
china plate and a delf one. 

Mr. M'Lachlan first kissed his wife, and then 
held out his hand to me, exclaiming, in a hearty 
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manner, — " Griad to see you, Cocbpane ; I hope 
they have been taking care of you, eh ? " 

He spoke with a slight, and rather agreeable 
Scotch accent, and shook me very heartily by 
the hand, and continued, — " I am right glad 
to make your acquaintance ; we have heard 
a great deal about you from Robbie; how 
you—" 

Stuck up that fellow in the bush, and 
cleared him out of ever so many hundred 
pounds," interpolated the incorrigible youth. 

Mr. M'Lachlan shook his head, and con- 
tinued, — " How you kept yon boy of mine out 
of mischief." 

'^What a character to give a fellow!" 
whimpered Bob, thrusting his knuckles into 
his eyes, and pretending to cry. 

''Have you been through the conservatory?" 
presently inquired my friend's father. 

''Yes," I replied; "your plants are mag- 
nificent." 

"Did they show you my new hybrid- 
Andromeda?" 

"No: that is, I am not sure." 

" Come with me, I '11 show it to you ; Watson 
offered me a hundred pounds for it the other 
day," — and so on. 
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I did my best to admire the new hybrid, 
which did not strike me as being anything very 
wonderful, but fear I was scarcely successful in 
my attempt, for Mr. M'Lachlan presently re- 
marked, — "You don't care much for flowers, 
Cochrane, I can see." 

" Excuse me," I replied ; but as I was en- 
deavouring to exculpate myself, a servant came 
in to announce that dinner was ready, and 
saved me the trouble and embarrassment of at- 
tempting to vindicate my horticultural taste. 

I had thehonour of conducting Mrs. M'Lachlan 
to the dining-room. Bob and his father following. 

"Where is Miss M^Lachlan ?" was a question 
that had been on the tip of my tongue a dozen 
times that afternoon, but which I, nevertheless, 
<lared not ask. Kobert, however, as we sat 
down to dinner, put it to his mother. 

"Where is Emmy?" 

"She has gone to spend the day at Mrs. 
Locke's," replied Mrs. M^Lachlan. 

" How tiresome !" exclaimed my friend. " I 
wanted particularly to introduce her to Jona- 
than." 

"A pleasure deferred," I said, feeling that it 
was incumbent upon me to say something, as 
every one was looking at me^ 
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"Jonathan !" repeated Mrs. M^Lachlan, with 
a smile, "what a very odd name: one would, 
suppose you were an American and not an 
Australian, Mr. Cochrane." 

" It is not my real name," I replied ; " only 
one that Robert has imposed upon me." 

" Because you called me David," explained 
the youth. 

Mr. M^Lachlan laughed slightly. " It is to 
be hoped you will meet with a better fate than 
your namesake, Cochrane." 

" I hope so," I replied. 

" By the way, I saw the Professor this morn- 
ing," presently observed the head of the family, 
with a glance at his son, who directly turned 
scarlet. But the alarm was a false one ; the 
dear old fellow had not mentioned his pupil's 
name in. connexion with the late esclandre at 
St. Cuthbert's, probably deeming that the father 
was fully acquainted therewith, and Bob 
breathed freely once more. 

On the whole, I spent a very pleasant day, 
when once the feeling of oppression, generated 
by the imaccustomed grandeur that surroimded 
me, had worn off ; but, nevertheless, I could not 
divest myself of a sense of disappointment, for 
I had not seen Miss M^Lachlan. 
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It was getting late, and I felt that I could 
not, with any propriety, much longer protract 
my visit, when the sound of wheels on the 
gravelled drive outside arrested my attention, 
and set my heart beating at a greatly accel- 
erated pace. 

The crisis was at hand. But, there ! What 
was there in common between a poor wretch 
such as I, and the only daughter of a wealthy 
merchant ? What presumption on the part of a 
humble sparrow to dream of mating with so 
gay a bird ! 

I took myself severely and seriously to task, 
and by the time thq young lady entered the 
drawing-room I was outwardly, at least, per- 
fectly calm and self-possessed. 

Emma — I dared to call her by her Christian 
name to myself — ^was, I knew, rather more than 
a year her brother's senior ; but the lady who 
made her appearance was thirty at least, and 
no more like my friend than I was. 

I was dreadfully disappointed, and yet, para- 
doxical as it may appear, nevertheless im- 
mensely relieved; for my fair unknown was 
not Robert's sister after all, in spite of the 
wonderfiil resemblance between them : had she 
been, adieu to all my hopes of ever calling her 
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my wife ; for I had never dared to woo the 
heiress to such wealth as surrounded me at 
" The Grove." 

I hope you have spent a pleasant evening, 
dear?" inquired Mrs. M^Lachlan of the new 
arrival, who replied, in anything but a sweet 
or musical voice, — '^Oh! yes, thanks, awfully 
jolly." 

"What have you done with Sissy?" 

" Sissy," replied the lady, "was so thoroughly 
done up she has gone upstairs. She declared 
she could not face the drawing-room, especially 
when she heard there was a visitor." 

I had stood up upon the lady's entrance, 
expecting to be introduced; but although she 
looked very hard at me, as she pronounced the 
word "visitor," it apparently did not strike 
either my host or hostess, that any such cere- 
mony was required. ^ 

I accordingly advanced, and wished Mr. and 
Mrs. M'Lachlan ' ' good-night." They took leave 
of me very cordially, and pressed me to visit 
them again shortly. I mumbled something 
which, doubtless, they took for an assent ; but 
I had no intention of troubling them again in a 
hurry. 

" I'll walk with you to the gate, old fellow," 



THE GBOVEy CLONSKEAGH. 169 



said Robert, "and take a pull at the pipe as we 
go along : the Mum is dead against my smoking 
indoors." 

Several times during our walk down the 
avenue I was on the point of asking my Mend 
if the lady I had seen was his sister, but some- 
thing or other prevented me; of course she 
was ; and although the father and mother did 
not object to me as a friend and companion 
for their son, it was equally apparent that 
they had no intention of permitting me to 
become intimate with their daughter. Were 
they afraid of my making love to her? I 
wondered. 

" I certainly shall not visit them again in a 
turry," I resolved, after parting with Robert 
at the gate ; " with all her money, she would 
be no acquisition. Why, she has as sour a face 
almost as Mrs. Brown ! " 

Our folks had all retired when I returned to 
Carlton Terrace, but it was a long time before 
I went to bed ; and when at last I forced myself 
to undress and lie down, I lay tossing about 
till nearly daylight, when, at last, I fell asleep, 
to dream that I was going to be married to my 
fair unknown ; who, when the knot had been 
irrevocably tied, lifted up her blonde veil, and. 
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to my horror, disclosed the mature and acidu- 
lated features of the Lady Superintendent of 
St. Cuthbert's. The shock was too great for 
human nature to endure, and sleep. 

I awoke, and the " o:host'^ howled diwnallv 
through my room. I had long ceased to notice 
it, but had not as yet succeeded in tracing the 
dreary soimds to their origin. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE OLD, OLD STORY. 

Once at home and at work again, I ceased to 
brood over my disappointment. I had too 
much to do to feel utterly miserable j but it 
would not be truth were I to say that I was 
happy, for my mind was unsettled, for various 
reasons. In the first place, I was sorry for 
Charles Woodward and his rash entanglement; 
I was puzzled as to the identity of the fair girl 
whose image, though seen but for a passing 
moment, was indelibly stamped upon my 
heart ; I was anxious about the result of my 
approaching examination ; I was in much grief 
concerning my dear father, of whose death I 
had but little doubt ; and I was hurt and an- 
noyed by my friend Robert's desertion; — ^for 
although three weeks had elapsed since the 
date of my visit at The Grove," I had neither 
seen nor heard anything of him. Charles, too^ 
avoided me ; and when we did meet, was sullen 
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and moody, and answered me in monosyllables 
only. 

Charley," I said to him one day, "I wish 
this had never been." 

^^What," he asked, in a snarKng tone of 
voice, what are you driving at now ? " 

^^Your engagement with Miss Matilda," 
I replied. 

Why," he exclaimed, in apparent astonish- 
ment, " you advised the match!" 

My dear fellow,'' I replied, as I told you 
before, I was joking, and never for a moment 
dreamt that you would take my idle words 
seriously ! " 

Then you should not have spoken idle 
words." 

I am very sorry, Charley." 
^^Well, let it be a lesson to you how you 
speak imadvisedly again." 

^'It wiQ, indeed, be a lesson to me," I 
replied. ^^But is there no way," I continued, 
^'by which you can escape, Charley ?" 

You don't suppose I am a fool?" he asked, 
instead of replying to my question. And I 
shook my head, for I could not trust myself 
to a verbal answer. 

Well," he pursued, ^'you don't imagine, I 
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hope, that I 'm green enough to entangle myself 
with a woman nearly, if not quite, old enough 
to be my mother, without some consideration?" 
' ' Consideration ! ' ' 
Ay; the old girl 's as good as a gold-mine 
— a deal better, in fact, than many gold-mine^ 
I have seen." 

Charles!" I exdaimed, "you are just 
what you always were; you are not one bit 
altered." 

" I should say not," he replied, with a half 
sigh ; " and sometimes I feel inclined to cut it 
all short by making away with myself ; but an 
inward conviction that I shall yet leave a mark 
behind me, always comes to the rescue just in 
the nick of time; and so I hope and endure, 
instead of putting into execution the rash re- 
solves I form every day of my life.'' 

" I wish it had prevented you taking one 
false step." 

"It is no false step," he replied, "if you 
are alluding to my engagement, for she is as 
good as a gold-mine, as I have told you. She 
has got a recipe — I have promised not to 
divulge the nature of it, or I 'd take you into 
the secret — for an ointment, or pomatum, that 
will make the hair grow on the baldest head 
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in a fortnight ; and she is going to take out a 
patent for it, as soon as she has the money; 
and has already sold a quantity to a man in 
Dawson Street, who speaks very highly of the 
preparation," 

I smiled at the absurdity of the whole idea. 
^^Has she ever tried it on any one?" I in- 
quired. 

Tried it scores of times. Have you re- 
marked the Coimsellor's head lately 
I cannot say I have." 

Well, do; look at it to-day at dinner, and 
tell me what change you see there. Why, 
man alive, we shall be as rich as ^Professor 
Hollo way' in no time; and you'll see the 
magic word Anorthocome posted up in every 
direction — I 'm hanged if you don't." 

^'I presume you have finally given up all 
idea of going into the Church ? " 

^^Not I, firiend; it is always best to have 
two strings to one's bow; and besides, it is 
too respectable a profession to be lightly thrown 
overboard. I shall be ordained next month, 
and have received the promise of a curacy in 
the West from an old friend of my father's. 
I '11 make as good a parson as he does, any- 
way." 
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I thought your father was dead." 
"So he is, stupid ; years ago. I was 
alluding to his friend. I wish to goodness the 
old man had been alive, for he might have 
been a bishop by this time, and able to push 
me on." 

" What a profanation of the sacred office ! " 

"Pooh! I'll bet you any money you like, 
I'll make a better parson than you would; 
there ! What odds will you take ? " 

" You know perfectly well, Charley, I never 
Tbet; and only I believe you are a thousand 
times a better man than you affect to be, I 
would cut your acquaintance altogether." 

"Kind and considerate of you, I must say; 
but I may as well relieve your mind of a load. 
I had quite determined to propose for my fair 
Jiancee some days before you suggested the 
step; in fact, I decided upon doing so one 
Sunday evening, when she and I were in the 
parlour together, and she had entrusted me 
with the secret of the pomatum, for which I 
invented the classical name I have told you 
of upon the spot." 

"A nice Sunday evening's amusement," I 
replied. 

" Exactly ; but my heart failed me at the 
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moment, and it was not until you put it inta 
my head again that I plucked up resolution 
enough to put my neck in the matrimonial 
noose." 

After all, then, I was not entirely free from 
blame. Poor Miss Matilda ! how I pitied her I 
Her love and admiration were extravagant; 
she would sit all dinner-time with her eyes 
fixed on her betrothed, watching his every 
look, whilst on his part he treated her with 
studied indifference and contempt. 

I do be wonderin' at ye, Miss Femley," 
exclaimed the lovely Miss Sharman, at dinner 
one day, 'Ho be after spilin' yer mate like 
that!" The beef was certainly very much 
done; but Mr. . Woodward, as Miss Matilda 
hastened to explain, could not touch it if any- 
way rare; whereupon the "nice little lady" 
retorted, — " Everything in the house has to 
give way to Misther Woodward, it appares." — 
N.B. Mr. Woodward was not present. 

Poor Miss Matilda ! I have seen her go down 
on her knees to pull off her fiances boots, when 
that gentleman came home from his College 
lectures; and after she had successfully per- 
formed the office of "jack," I have also seen 
him push her rudely backwards with the foot 
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she had just humbly kissed in a paroxysm of 
adoration. Her extravagant admiration was, 
no doubt, extremely ridiculous in the eyes of 
an outside beholder, but her devotion ought 
to have insured her the respect, at least, of 
him upon whom it was so profusely lavished. 
Poor old girl ! how she could have worked her- 
self into the belief that he loved her, I could 
never understand. 

Miss Femley was, naturally, very much 
elated by her sister's good fortune, as she 
termed it; and, probably on the strength 
thereof, spruced herself up, and made eyes at 
old Mr. Cornell, who was far too wary a bird 
to be lured to his destruction by any such 
transparent chaff. 

I was much hurt by my friend's desertion. 
•^^ Out of sight, out of mind." How often I 
repeated that proverb during those days. I 
could not bring myself to pay another visit at 
The Grove, notwithstanding the invitations 
I had received from Mr. and Mrs. M^Lachlan, 
and my own half promise to accept them : no, 
after the studied manner in which they had 
refrained from introducing me to their daughter. 

" Their daughter ! " I suddenly thought to 
myself. Surely that lady cannot be Miss 

VOL. I. N 



178 DOCTOR MIDDLETON'S DAUGHTER. 



M^Lachlan ! she looks at least thirty, and I am 
sure Robert's father is not fifty, while his 
mother cannot be more than forty. It is mani- 
festly impossible; decidedly she cannot be 
their daughter." 

This idea consolod me, and aided very mate- 
rially in healing my wounded pride. On the 
other hand, who was Sissy ? Nonsense. Robert 
had told me over and over again that his 
sister's name was Emma, and Sissy "must 
be a fond abbreviation for Cicely, or Cecilia, 
— ^probably a friend of the other lady's, and 
clearly not Miss M'Lachlan. 

^^I dare say they are expecting me to call," 
I said, pursuing my soliloquy, and that is the 
reason I have not seen Robert. I must walk 
out there this afternoon." Such was the final 
result of my cogitations. 

Scarcely had I formed the resolution of once 
more paying a visit at The Grove, than the 
postman's knock resounded through the house. 
I rushed downstairs, four steps at a time, for I 
was anxiously awaiting letters from Australia, 
and met Ann on the first landing, with a letter 
in her hand. 

Here's a note for ye, Mr. Cochrane, sir," 
exclaimed the untidy one, as she handed me 
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the letter, upon which she had imprinted the 
marks of her thumb and forefinger in black- 
lead. 

It bore the Dublin post-mark, and was 
neither in my aunt's nor uncle's handwriting ; 
neither was it from the Professor. I was 
puzzled. Who could it be from ? And turned 
the missive roimd and round, vainly wondering 
who could have written it, instead of tearing 
open the envelope, and solving the mystery 
at once. 

"I can't think who it can be from!" I 
exclaimed, aloud. 

^^Ah, then, can't ye open it, and see!" 
advised the untidy, who stood staring at me 
with open eyes, for my receiving a letter was 
an event to be observed in the boarding- 
house. 

Ann's advice was good, so I ran back to 
my room, tearing open my letter by the way. 
It was an invitation from The Grove. 

Robert is very angry with you," wrote 
Mrs. M'Lachlan, ^^and protests he will not 
speak to you again, unless you come and dine 
with us to-day. He has something very par- 
tictdar to say to you, he says, but will tell it 
to no one but yourself; so we hope you will 
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come, as we are all very anxious to know what 
the secret can be, quite independently of the 
pleasure we all expect to derive from your 
society. Do not be later than six. We are 
quite alone, and sans cerenionie.^^ 

The letter was signed, Yours sincerely ^ 
Catherine M^Lachlan." 

Robert was up to some of his old tricks, it 
would appear; but a great load was, all the 
same, taken' off my mind, for no one likes to 
think himself forgotten by a friend to whom 
he is attached, and I really loved the boy. 

^^I am going to dine out to-day, Mis» 
Fernley," I said to that lady, later in the after- 
noon, ^^and shall, probably, not be home till 
late ; but as I have my latch-key, it will be 
unnecessary to make any one sit up for me." 

Going to dine out, Mr. Cochrane!" ex- 
claimed my landlady, in apparent siiq)rise. 
" At your uncle's, I suppose ? " 

Not so," I replied ; at my friend 
M^Lachlan's, — at least, at his father's." 

Mr. Woodward," thereupon reniarked Miss 
Matilda, sharply, ^Hhinks it is unsafe to leave 
the street-door upon the latch all night." 

^^Dear me!" I exclaimed, ^'it has lately 
come to him to be so thoughtful." 
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Well, you see," replied Miss Matilda, with 
a soupgon of haughtiness in her tone, ^^he 
Tias just received his dividends at the Bank, 
and it would not be pleasant for us to have 
them stolen." 

^^No one will touch them. Miss Matilda," I 
replied, quite imable to repress a smile. 
I hope not," replied the lady, stiffly. 
On the occasion of my first visit to Clons- 
keagh, I had made an elaborate toilet, not 
knowing whom I might meet ; but the second 
time I went in my every-day costume, which 
was new, or nearly so, comfortable, and, I 
flattered myself, becoming. Was I not to be 
received sans ceremonie f 

What, then, was my horror to find a large 
and fashionably-attired party engaged in play- 
ing croquet on the lawn ! Robert was among 
them, talking to his sister, (if she was his 
sister), and— yes, positively, to my fair un- 
known. Certainly the likeness between them 
was amazing. I felt dizzy for a moment, and 
my knees knocked together, so that I found 
the greatest difficulty in walking. 

Bob boimded over the grass, and shook me 
warmly by both hands. Oh, you wretch ! " 
lie exclaimed, while his eyes sparkled with 
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pleasure ; to think of your playing us such a 
shabby trick ! " 

" What trick ? " I asked, trying to look as if 
I felt perfectly at my ease. 

"Not to come near us for such an age. 
Not but what I would have left you in your 
rookery as long as ever you liked to stick 
there," he continued, contracting his brow 
into a frown, and pretending to be very angry 
with me ; " but the Mum would write to ask 
you ; and to-day 's my birthday." 

"My dear David, I congratulate you, and 
wish you many happy returns. I have been 
so busy reading — " 

"Gammon! as if you couldil't have spared 
lis an hour or so of an evening, especially 
when you knew that Emmy was dying to 
see you." 

"My dear boy," I replied, "I was under 
the impression that your father and mother 
did not wish us to be acquainted." 

" You were under what ! " exclaimed my 
friend, laying tremendous emphasis upon the 
last word. "Why, you have taken complete 
leave of your senses, old Jonathan. Where 
did you ever see her ? " 

" Where did I ever see her ? " 
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Don't go on poll-parroting like that. Why, 
you have never seen her ; how could you ?" 

" She came into the drawing-room the other 
evening, just before I left; and neither your 
father nor mother introduced me." 

In the name of Fortune, who are you 
talking about ? " 
" Your sister. Bob." 

My sister ! old Marshall my sister ! " Here 
my volatile young friend burst into a loud 
laugh, that had the eflfect of drawing every 
eye on us, as he repeated, Old Marshall my 
sister ! By jingo ! that is a good one. Miss 
Marshall!" he then shouted, ^^will you be 
good enough to come here ? This young man 
says you are my sister ! " 

The lady, however, to whom the request was 
addressed, and whom I had supposed to be Miss 
M^Lachlan, not only took no notice, but actually 
turned her back. 

Why, that 's the governess ! " continued 
Robert, in a somewhat lower, but still too loud 
a key, laughing, at the same time, till the tears 
came into his eyes. 

" Governess ! " I repeated, whose gover- 
ness ?" 

Wh)^, Emmy's, Mr. Poll-Parrot, or Echo, 
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or whatever your name is. I fancy you must 
be in love with the old girl ; wouldn't that be 
a jolly go!" 

Don't be absurd, Robert!" I exclaimed, 
but was so confiised — ^for all this was shouted 
out at the top of his voice — ^that I could not 
look up for some seconds : then I heard a sweet 
voice say, " How can you be so ridiculous, 
Robin ? ' ' — and directly afterwards a small, white- 
gloved hand was held out to me ; and the same 
adorable voice continued, How do you do, 
Mr. Cochrane ? You must not mind Robert's 
nonsense, for you cannot think how very un- 
happy your desertion made him ; and now he 
is so glad to see you again, that he does not 
know what he is doing." 

"I say, come, now," replied her brother, 
draw it mild, will you? or if you presume to 
tell any crams about me, Emmy, I'll retaliate." 

I looked up — the fair unknown was, after 
all, my friend s sister, and strangely like him ; 
not a handsomer likeness, for that could scarcely 
be, but wonderfully like. Her features were, 
l)erhaps, less regular than her brothers, her 
skin not quite as delicate — indeed, there were 
freckles on her forehead and on her nose, which 
a strict critic of female charms might have pro- 
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noimced a trifle too retrousse ; but she had the 
same gentle, yet, nevertheless, expressive, grey- 
blue eyes, the same bright golden hair, a 
degree lighter than his, perhaps, and her voice 
was incomparably sweeter, if not more melo- 
dious, and thrilled through me like the notes 
of the love-birds of my native land. Perfectly 
quiet and self-possessed, she was thoroughly 
ladylike in all her movements, and the most 
graceful and fascinating girl I had ever seen. 

Soon after my arrival, the party on the lawn 
broke up, and we dined en famille, and, I sup- 
pose, as much sa7is ceremonie as was possible in 
that great house. 

I had the honour and happiness of leading in 
Miss M^Lachlan to dinner. Bob escorted his 
mother, and Mr. M^Lachlan took charge of the 
governess. 

It is scarcely worth while noting the charms 
and imperfections of that gifted lady, for she 
has but small part to play in these pages, where 
she appears as a transient meteoric ray, flashing 
for an instant across the reader's mental vision, 
to disappear in, as she came from, inscrutable 
darkness. She was tall and fair, and very thin: 
her face can be best described as hatchety, her 
waist as waspish, her voice as vixenish, and 
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her complexion as pasty ; while her manners 
were absurdly affected, and the train of her 
silk dress imnecessarily redimdant. 

She attacked me about my native land. Was 
it trae that the birds had no song, and the 
flowers no perfume ? — was it really a fact that 
the moon was turned up-side dowii, and that 
the cherries grew with their stones outside? 
And to all my assurances that she had been 
misinformed on those points, she would reply, 
Oh, really?" in a most incredulous manner, 
accompanying the remark with a shrug of her 
bony shoulders, which she seemed to be un- 
commonly fond of displaying. 

I could not help fancying what a capital match 
she would have been for Charles Woodward, if 
it be true that like seeks like, for she was quite 
as thin as he was, and about his age. 

It was plain to see that my friend and she 
were at daggers drawn with each other ; nor 
did Miss M^Lachlan seem particularly partial 
to her. Mrs. M^Lachlan, however, was kind 
and friendly, but with Bob and his father she 
was certainly no favourite — the former, indeed, 
scarcely taking the trouble to conceal his dislike. 

My friend's sister, I knew, was more than 
a year older than himself, and it certainly 
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appeared strange that she should still require 
a governess. 

Miss M^Lachlan and she played and sang 
several duets together during the evening, but 
their voices were as different as the croaking 
of a raven and the cooing of a dove. However, 
Miss Marshall was mistress of her instrument, 
and played the piano to perfection. 

I am not fond of instrumental music, as a rule, 
but her performance thrilled me — it was 
exquisite; and when she quitted the piano, 
Mrs. M^Lachlan stood up and kissed her, and 
Bob and his father cried Bravo!" while Miss 
M^Lachlan was loud in her applause. 

The lady took all their admiration as her 
due, and turning to me said, Do you play 
chess, Mr. Cochrane ? " 

I did a little at one time," I replied ; but 
I have almost, if not quite, forgotten all about it." 
Ishallbemosthappy toteachyou over again." 
You are very kind." 

Robert saw that I did not want to play, and 
flew to my rescue. ^^Drop that. Miss Marshall," 
he exclaimed, with more energy than polite- 
ness; "Jonathan and I are going to have a 
chat together. You must get some one else to 
play chess with you." 
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^' Rude boy ! " muttered the lady, below her 
breath. Nevertheless, Bob must have heard 
her, for I did, and we were standing both 
together ; but he took no notice. 

Come into the conservatory," continued 
my Mend, turning to me, and taking my arm. 
^^I suppose we may smoke there? "he asked 
of his father. 

" Yes," replied Mr. M^Lachlan ; but keep 
out of the fernery, boys." 

I chanced just then to look at the governess, 
and saw her shrug her shoulders impatiently. 

I think I shall go upstairs," she said, speak- 
ing to Mrs. M'Lachlan, my head aches." 

The lady of the house made her sit down 
beside her on the sofa, and whispered some- 
thing which I did not hear, but which had a 
reviving effect upon the governess, I imagined, 
for her eyes sparkled, and she commenced talk- 
ing ill a low tone, but with a great deal of 
animation. 

Robert had nothing particular to say to me ' 
after all. I wanted to get you out of the 
clutches of that old tabby," he answered, when 
I asked him what it was he had to tell. 

Does Miss Marshall teach your sister, 
David?" 
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Teach Emmy ! well, that is a good one I 
Not now, of course ; she hasn't taught her any- 
thing these three years ; and what she sticks 
on here for, I'm sure I can't tell ; we hate her — 
the Gov. and I ; but the Mum, I believe the 
old thing comes it over her, and that 's the 
reason she won't let her go." 

She appears to be a very accomplished lady." 

"There! don't you go praising her up, old 
Jonathan; or I '11 begin to think you 've gone 
and fallen in love with her." 

I smiled. 

"What do you think of Emmy ?" suddenly 
demanded my friend. 

What did I think of her? Why, that she 
was simply perfection — the most fascinating 
girl I had ever seen, and my heart's regent for 
ever more; but I carefully abstained from 
giving utterance to the above sentiments, and 
was meditating an answer to my friend's in- 
' quiry, when he repeated it. 

" My dear David," I replied, " she is a very 
charming young lady ; but our acquaintance is^ 
so very short, I — " 

" Isn't she pretty ?" he persisted. 

" She is beautiful," I replied. 

"Come," said he, laughing, "you are be- 
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ginning to warm up, Jonathan; you pro- 
nounced that word ' beautiful ' with an unction 
that was most refreshing, and very gratifying ; 
for every one, you must know, declares that 
we are the image of each other." 

" David, my boy, you are too vain.'' 
I ? I 'm not a bit vain, old man ; what on 
earth have I got to be vain about ? " 

By this we had finished our cigars. "Come," 
I said, " let us go back to the drawing- 
room." 

" One moment, Jonathan. Since yon won't 
tell me what you honestly think about Emmy, 
I '11 tell you what she said about you. There ! 
ain't you just dying to know ?" 

" I don't feel a morsel like dying." 

"Maybe; but you're blushing like fun, if 
ihat 's anything to go by." 

I do not believe I am blushing." 

" Oh ! ain't you just ! Why you 're as red as 
-a turkey-cock about the gills this minute. Well, 
I asked her what she thought of you, and what 
do you think she said ? " 

" I have not the slightest idea.'' 

"She said you were a ^perfect cure,' and 
that she was sure she never could like you one 
bit. There ! hooray ! " 
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"My dear Eobert, don't," I expostulated; 

they will wonder what 's the matter." 

" Never mind, Jonathan, it will be a match 
some day; and, mind you, I'm to be best 
man." 

^ ^ You ridiculous fellow ! '' I exclaimed, ' ' don't 
be so absurd.". 

"Look here," he continued; "if you say 
another word, I '11 go in and tell her all you 
said about her.'' 

"Eobert!" 

" Well, will you promise me to fall in love 
with her as fast as ever you can ? " 

"My dear boy," I exclaimed, without the 
power of arresting the confession, " I have loved 
her to distraction since the very first moment 
I saw her, more than six months ago." 

Eobert threw his arms round my neck and 
hugged me. 

" You silly fellow ! " I exclaimed, touched 
by so naive a proof of his afltection. 

"Not silly," he replied, "but so glad, I 
don't know what I 'm saying, or doing. 
Hooray ! " and he jumped about in such an 
excited manner, that the flower-pots trembled 
on their stands, and Mr. M^Lachlan came in to 
see what was the matter. 
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What are you about ? " he asked. 

"Nothing," replied Robert; "it's only me 
and Jonathan having a row. He vows he '11 go 
in and propose for Miss Marshall." 

" Robert ! " I exclaimed, " how can you say 
such a thing ? '' 

Mr. M^Lachlan shook his head at his son. 
" You should not joke on such a subject, Robin; 
you don't know what an amount of mischief 
you might be the cause of if she heard you; 
and let me caution you, Cochrane — ^the- least 
attention, the very slightest common civility 
you pay her, she will construe into a token of 
admiration, and persecute you accordingly." 

I laughed outright. " There is no fear of me, 
Mr. M^Lachlan." 

" Don't you be too sure of that, my lad ; but 
come in to supper, both of you." 

At supper I sat opposite Emma, as I could 
not refrain from calling her in my heart, and 
she was lovely. With the slightest provocation 
I must have fallen down and done homage to 
her charms. 

" You are not eating anything," presently 
exclaimed good-natured Mrs. M^Lachlan, ad- 
dressing me. 

" Thank you," I replied, " I am doing very 
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well," at the same time vainly endeavouring 
to masticate a piece of cork I had picked up off 
the table, supposing it to be bread." 

" I do believe he has put salt in his glass ! " 
exclaimed Eobert, who was watching me, and 
continued, " I 'm positive he must be in love " 
— here he winked at the governess, who sat 
opposite, and immediately began to regard me 
with attention. 

"An accident," I replied, trying not to 
look embarrassed. " You talk such sheer non- 
sense, "Bob, one can't tell what one is doing 
half the time." 

"Ha! ha!" laughed Miss Marshall; "you 
have turned the tables on your young friend, 
there, Mr. Cochrane." 

" Yoimg friend, indeed!" exclaimed Eobert, . 
who, like all lads, did not relish hearing his 
incipient manhood underrated. "I'm very 
nearly the same age that he is, though I'm 
not within a score of years as old as you. Miss 
Marshall." 

"Oh! you rude boy!" exclaimed his 
mother. 

" Robert !" cried his sister, reprovingly. 
The culprit crimsoned almost as deeply with 
regret as the offended lady did with rage. 
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1 beg your pardon, Miss Marshall," lie said, 
frankly; I spoke without thinking what I was 
saying, and did not mean to aflfront you," 

The governess tossed her head, but made 
no articulate reply ; and everything went on 
smoothly afterwards ; for Bob was quiet, a 
mood which became him, and his sister 
exerted herself to pour balm into poor Miss 
Marshall's wounded vanity. 

Beautiful Emma! how well the oflfice of 
peacemaker became her. Yes, she was alto- 
gether lovely, and my heart was prostrated, 
bound for ever in adamantine chains at her 
feet. 

Soon afterwards I took my leave, and went 
home to think, and after' some hours fell asleep 
to dream of her. Surely she was my fate. 

It may be surmised that no long interval 
after this elapsed between my visits at The 
Orove. I went there every day, nominally 
to read with Robert^ whose examination, as 
well as my own, was approaching; but by 
some mysterious process of mental evolution, 
our studies invariably terminated in a long 
and most interesting conversation, whereof 
Emma was the theme. 

Robert loved his sister, and was as sincerely 
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attached to me as I was to him: he would 
have hailed an engagement between us with 
the liveliest joy; but what would his father 
and mother say to such a marriage for their 
only daughter ? 

I felt more than doubtful of gaining their 
consent; but Robert was ftdl of hope; and, 
all the time, we neither of us had the slightest 
inkling of what the young lady's own senti- 
ments might be with regard to the subject 
which was so full of interest for us, especially 
forme. 

In the meantime we saw a good deal of one 
another, we three ; and when we chanced to 
be by ourselves, Eobert kept good-naturedly 
in the background, in order to give me a 
chance, as he laughingly used to say. 

I have often thought since, that my conduct 
at that time was far from being as strictly 
honourable as it ought to have been ; though, 
Heaven knows, it was my deep love that 
prompted me, almost unconsciously, to prose- 
cute my suit. 

Did Emma love me ? or was her cordiality 
merely the expression of a natural goodwill 
towards her brother's friend ? What would I 
not, then, have given for an answer to my 
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doubts. She never avoided me ; and that, I 
thought, was one great point in my favour. 

Her father and mother, too, seemed to have 
no objection to our growing intimacy ; but, on 
the other hand, Miss Marshall enacted the part 
of duenna to such perfection, that they pro- 
bably had no fear. She never allowed us to 
be alone together for a moment, when she was 
at home ; and it was only on the occasion of 
her accompanying Mrs. M^Lachlan into town, 
that we were permitted to enjoy a solitary 
ramble through the grounds. I say solitary," 
for Bob, as I have before stated, always 
lingered behind as much as possible. 

How would you like to live in Australia, 
Miss M^Lachlan ?" I once ventured to inquire 
of my friend's sister, as we strolled together 
beneath the elms in the park. 

Not at all," was her immediate and un- 
hesitating reply, which crushed my heart for 
the remainder of the day ; for, next to Emma, 
I loved my native land. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

MARRYING AND GIVING IN MARRIAGE. 

The week following the death-blow dealt to 
my hopes by Miss M^Lachlan, as recorded at 
the close of the last chapter, was one long to 
be remembered at the Terrace ; Charles Wood- 
ward and Miss Matilda Femley were married, 
and, of all days of the week, on a Friday ! 

It was the first time I had ever assisted at 
the celebration of a wedding according to the 
rites of the Established, or Episcopal, Chm'ch ; 
and I was much impressed by the genuine 
solemnity of the service. 

Miss Matilda's vows, poor thing! were re- 
corded in a charmingly inaudible tone; but 
Woodward, though he trembled visibly, spoke 
out his promise to " cherish and keep ^' like a 
man; and I believe with the firm intention 
of abiding by the same, "for better, for 
worse." 

Miss Fernley and Miss Sharman were the 
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bridesmaids, and looked as lovely and as inter- 
esting as they conld in white muslin ; Mr. Cor- 
nell gave away the bride, while I oflficiated aa 
best man. 

The whole establishment, clerks and all, 
assisted at the ceremony ; and Ann the imtidy 
threw one of her old shoes after the " happy 
pair," as they drove away, in their own hired 
cab, to spend the honeymoon in Wicklow. 

When it was all over, I went up to my own 
room feeling very sorrowful ; the die was cast : 
please God it might turn out better than I 
feared, or was likely ! who could tell ? 

The morning had been, rainy, but it cleared 
up as the newly-married couple left the church; 
and Miss Femley, who was somewhat of a 
superstitious turn of mind, was thereby ren- 
dered happy; for she put firm faith in the 
Irish saying, Blessed is the bride that the 
sun shines on." 

The breakfast was a most sumptuous affair: 
it was supposed to have been furnished by the 
bride's friends, or, I should say, relations, but 
I strongly suspect that Mr. Cornell was at the 
whole expense: whether or not, he presented 
Miss Matilda — beg pardon, Mrs. Woodward 
— ^with a handsome dressing-case, purchased 
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specially for the occasion, and which must have 
cost at least five pounds. 

Nor was this the only present she received, 
for every one else in the house did homage- 
with some sort of gift — down even to Ann the 
untidy, who, like the maid-of-all-work at the 
Autocrat's boarding-house, presented the newly- 
married lady with a copper ring, which Miss 
Matilda was also good-natured enough to w6ar. 

Poor Miss Matilda ! it was a long time before 
I could bring myself to call her by her new 
and strangely-fitting name. The wedding trip 
only lasted ten days; and when the pair re- 
turned to the Terrace, I could see that some of 
the gilt had been already worn off their ginger- 
bread : not that the bride was less devoted, but 
she seemed to me humbled, so to speak ; and 
her husband was, decidedly, more morose than 
ever. 

It is too bad!" he remarked to me, with 
an oath, the day after their return ; " that oint- 
ment affair is nothing but humbug after all. I 
was looking at the Counsellor's head just now, 
and it is as bald as ever." 

" My dear fellow," I inquired, " is it true 
that you are to be ordained next week?" 

" Perfectly true." 
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" I sighed." 

What the deuce are you groaning about?" 
I made him no answer, but abruptly left the 
room. 

It must not be supposed that Charles Wood- 
ward was in the habit of using bad language 
before his acquaintance, in a general way. 

" No," he would say, when I used to remon- 
strate with him about it, I learned to swear 
when I was out in Australia, and it is only fair 
that you should have the benefit of the teach- 
ing, which you ought not to mind, as you are 
a native." 

It was perfectly useless trying to reason with 
him when he was in one of his tantrums," as 
he called the deplorable psychical phenomena 
he seemed to take an evil pleasure in display- 
ing in my presence. I often suspected, at that 
time and subsequently, that he was mad, but 
fear that my suspicions were groundless. 

He himself used to declare that he was pos- 
sessed by an evil spirit ; and really any one who 
had seen him as he showed himself to me, must 
have arrived at the same conclusion; but no 
one, at least then, ever did see him give ftill 
vent to his passion, and what I am afraid I 
must call natural disposition — ^not even his wife, 
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before whom he commanded himself to a cer- 
tain extent, although less careful in her pre- 
sence than in that of strangers. 

"I feel, old fellow," he would say, "as free 
to do as I like before you as if I was by myself. 
I don't know how it is, but it seems to me, at 
times, as if we must have been on intimate 
terms from all time, or perhaps before the 
beginning of time ; and I should not wonder 
if we had inhabited the same body together in 
some former stage of existence, wherein your 
good qualities so counterbalanced my evil dis- 
position, that our host must have been a slow, 
humdrum, every-day sort of creature, jogging 
along his road, like B^ranger's King of Yvet6t, 
unnoticed and unknown ; whereas now we are 
separated, you are an angel, while I — ^well, I 
am your opposite." 

I used to laugh at him, but was, neverthe- 
less, inwardly conscious of some such feeling as 
he described : it was strange, it was more than 
strange, the marvellous affinity that existed 
between us, I am not sure that I ever reached 
^ solution of the difficulty. 

He was ordained ; and soon after he and his 
wife took their departure for the West, where 
lay the new field in which he was to labour. 
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We corresponded pretty regularly, and he 
seemed tolerably well contented with his lot. 
His first letters, however, I was compelled to 
destroy, for they were crammed with objec- 
tionable expressions; after a while, he either 
allowed himself to be influenced by my re- 
iterated remonstrances, or became conscious of 
the impropriety of his conduct, which latter 
supposition was, I fondly hoped, correct, and I 
was enabled to read his letters with pleasure, 
and preserve them, for they were entertaining- 
as well as instructive, and by no means devoid 
of literary merit. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

PALMAM QUI MERUIT FERAT. 

I FELT very low-spirited for some time after the 
departure of the Rev. Charles Woodward and 
his wife; but I had too much to do to give 
way to my feelings, which was, doubtless, a 
fortunate circumstance: my examination was 
approaching. 

Robert M^Lachlan, too, was about to pass 
through the same ordeal, and I was not without 
apprehension on his accoimt, for though her 
assiduously attended the lectures, public as well 
as private, and was punctual at the hospital, he 
would . not read ; nor could all my persuasions 
induce him to do so. However, he was clever 
and quick, and readily retained all he heard ; 
whereas I had to plod and grind, and grind 
and plod, for days and weeks to master what he 
would acquire in an hour. 

I was not without apprehension for Bob, but 
I had much more fear for myself, and had felt 
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.sorely tempted, more than once, to put off try- 
ing to pass for another session ; but was laughed 
out of my half-formed resolution by my friend. 

^' Why, you are sure to be at the head of the 
class, Jonathan," he said, one day ; " and I shall 
be quite contented if I can sneak in at the other 
end." 

" I am more afraid of the Professor than any 
one else," I said. 

^^I am not," replied Eobert; ^^he is just; 
and, if he does not favour, will not treat us 
unfairly ; .which is more than I would say for 
old Ward or Braes." 

Time will tell," I replied; and so it did. 

To his very great astonishment, Eobert was 
first, with two hundred and eighty-nine marks 
(the maximum number was three hundred), 
whilst, to my great gratification, I was second, 
with fifty-two points less than my friend. 

You '11 dine with us to-day, of course," ex- 
claimed Bob, as soon as we had been released 
from the Examination Hall; ^^the Gov. and the 
Mum both bid me be sure and bring you home 
with me." 

I am only too glad to accept their invi- 
tation," I replied. 

^^By-the-bye, though," said my friend, "we 
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must call round at the shop." Mr. M^Lachlan 
was proprietor of one of the largest Marts" 
(gigantic establishments, where they sell every- 
thing, from a needle to an anchor) in Dublin. 

My friend's father was in his counting-house, 
and congratulated us both very warmly upon 
our success. I thought he looked gloomy, but 
before we left him he had brightened up con- 
siderably. 

I shall not be home before seven," he said, 
as he wished us good-bye. Tell your mother, 
Robin, not to wait dinner for me. I am proud 
of you, my son — God bless you ! " Here he 
thrust something into Eobert's hand, which, 
on inspection, proved to be a ten-pound 
note. 

" Hooray ! " shouted my excitable friend, 
when the agreeable discovery had been made ; 
' ^ that 's what I call doing it handsome — ^hooray !" 
and he shouted and waved his hat, until every 
one that was passing by turned round to look 
at him. 

" Be the vartue av me oath ! " exclaimed one 
dirty-looking fellow to a dirtier woman, wha 
was walking by his side, "thim Collidge boys 
are half-mad, every one av them, so they are." 

" Make haste/' here cried Bob to me ; " let's 
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^ home — I'm starving." It was past fire 
sO^^looky and, with the exception of a bnn each, 
^ had neither of us eaten anything since 
luoming. 

Starvin' ! " exclaimed the dirty man, with 
ineffiible scorn ; " och ! be the powers ! an' it 's 
like starvin' ye look this minnit ! " 

^^Here, my good fellow," said Bob, good- 
uaturedly tossing the man half - a -crown, 
here's something for you, to warm up the 
<^<MeMes of your heart, at all events." 

The man picked up the unexpected boimty, 
with a leer touched his dilapidated hat, 
fewit said nothing ; the wowian, his companion, 
j^wever, curtsied deeply to Robert, and ex- 
<^med with unction, — "May the Hiwins be 
bed for a beautifiil good young gintleman. 
! God bless ye ! but ye We got the swate 
: faix an' wont she be the looky girl that 
g^tsi you for a husband." 

" I say, drop that," cried Robert, and hail- 
ing a passing car we jumped up, one on each 
side. " The Grove, Clonskeagh," shouted my 
tVicnd to the driver ; " and mind you cut along 
like a flash of greased lightning." 

I sighed — but not from envy — as I beheld 
my friend hugged and kissed, and re-kissed 
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and hugged again, by his mother, when he had 
iold her the news of his great success. 

And Jonathan was second," he continued ; 

and the examiners complimented him as 
much as they did me." 

" Nearly as much, Bob," I said, correcting 
his statement. 

" Quite as much," persisted my friend. 

" Never mind, you hav^ done very well," 
mid Mrs. M^Lachlan, and I am quite proud 
of you both." 

Yes, that was some reward for all my labours 
— Emma's mother was proud of me ; but there 
were pippins and cheese to come." 

" I am sure you deserve great credit, young 
gentlemen," remarked Miss Marshall, with 
just the faintest suspicion of a sneer. 

" Have you nothing to say, Emmy ? " asked 
her brother, unheeding the governess's com- 
pliment, which I had acknowledged by a bow. 

" Of course I am very pleased," replied Miss 
M^Lachlan, blushing, "and congratulate you 
both." 

"You might shake hands with a fellow," 
said her brother. 

Emma stood up and kissed him. "Now 
kiss Jonathan," he continued, mischievously. 
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Miss M^Lachlan blushed again, and timidly^ 
as I thought, held out her hand; seemingly- 
half afraid that I might take Robert's joke 
au serieux. Of course, though, such an idea 
had never entered my brain; and, indeed, I 
was richly rewarded for all my past efforts and 
anxieties by the very slightest pressure of her 
fairy palm. 

^^I'm awfully hungry! " exclaimed Robert, 
at this juncture; and his prosaic remark re- 
called me at once from dreamland; and I 
began to think that dinner would be very 
acceptable. 

"We must wait till papa comes in," said 
Mrs. M'Lachlan, looking at her watch; "he 
cannot be very long now." ' 

" By-the-bye, Mum, he told me to tell you 
that he wouldn't be in till seven, and that 
you were not to wait dinner for him." 

"Nevertheless, Robert," replied his mother, 
" we cannot sit down without him." 

" I say, that 's too much of a good thing ! " 
expostulated the son and heir. 

"You can order up anything you like for 
yourself and Mr. Cochrane, my dear; but I 
have never yet gone to dinner without your 
papa." 
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^^What beautiful devotion ! " exclaimed the 
governess, clasping her bony hands, and 
elevating her eyes and shoulders, while she 
contemplated the ceiling for some seconds. 
But her pantomime was wasted, for no one 
noticed it but myself. 

That 's a good one, too ! " exclaimed Eobert, 
referring to his mother's last remark. Before 
you were married ? " 

Mrs. M^Lachlan smiled. I mean, of course, 
since we have kept house together, Eobert," 
she said. 

"It is not very far from seven, now," in- 
terposed Miss Marshall, consulting her watch. 

'^No," replied the lady of the house, "it is 
more than half-past six, so we shall not be 
much later than usual, after all. Eing the 
bell, Eobert, dear." 

Bob obeyed. 

" Thomas," said Mrs. M^Lachlan, addressing 
the servant, who immediately responded to the 
summons, "your master will not be home 
until seven ; desire cook to put back the dinner 
until then." 

" Very well, ma'am," replied the man, softly 
closing the door after him, as he retired to give 
the necessary orders. A few minutes after- 
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wards, however, we heard voices in angry con- 
tention, and the shuffling of feet in the hall. 

What can the matter be ? " mildly inquired 
Mrs. M'Lachlan, elevating her eyebrows. 

^'It is cook's voice," ronlied her daughter. 

I suppose she is not pleased at your ordering 
the dinner to be put back, mamma." 

The noise continuing, Robert was desired 
by his mother to ascertain the cause; and 
upon his opening the door we saw the man 
Thomas and a stout woman engaged in a 
regular stand-up fight. 

Thomas! cook!" exclaimed Mrs. M^Lach- 
lan, angrily, "what is the meaning of this 
imseemly conduct?" — an exclamation which 
had the effect of causing a temporary suspen- 
sion of hostilities between the combatants. 

" Av ye plaze, ma'am," cried both the 
servants together, "it's Thomas, ma'am — " 
"it's cook, ma'am — " 

" Silence ! '' commanded Mrs. M^Lachlan. 
" What is the matter, cook ? " 

" Matter, is it?" queried that personage, set- 
ting her arms akimbo, "port-admiral" fashion ; 
"faix an' it's plinty there is the matter, ma'am. 
Hasn't that spalpeen there " — here she shook 
her fist at the wretched Thomas, whose face 
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was even then bleeding from contact with her 
nails — "tonld me ye sid I was to spile the 
dinner?" 

^' I sent you orders to put it back until the 
master came home at seven." 

Is it me putt it back ! faix an' I '11 till ye 
what, ma'am, I ain't goin' to putt back the 
dinner for master or mistreiSs; an the table 
it '11 go in five minnits ; ait it or lave it, then, 
as ye plaze ; but shure I have me character to 
kape, an' ye may soot yersilf, ma'am. Putt 
back me dinner an' spile it ! faix an' I wont 
ihen, there! " — and the woman actually snapped 
her fingers in her mistress's face. 

Cook was evidently intoxicated ; but it was 
^scarcely judicious of Miss Marshall to tell 
her so. 

^^Is it me!" exclaimed the infuriated virago, 
shaking her fist at the goverAess, is it me ye 
say 's dhrunk ? Begor ! av ye dar' to say sich a 
• thing, it's yer wig I'll be afther tearing off 
ye, ye skinny ould bag o' bones ! " 

" Cook, leave the room instantly I " com- 
manded her mistress, for the woman had 
advanced into the centre of the apartment. 

" To be shure," replied the cook, trying, not 
very successfully, to imitate Mrs. M^Lachlan's 
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EngKsh accent; to be sure, now; but it's 
wamin' I 'm givin' ye, ma'am ; ye 'U be aftlier 
sootin' yerself, av ye plaze.'' 

"Leave the room," repeated Mrs. M^Lachlan. 

Robert, will you put that woman out ? " 

Robert^ however, was incapable of moving ; 
he had ahnost laughed himself into a state of 
collapse, and was bimdled up on a settee, in 
the most absurd and helpless fashion. 

Miss M^Lachlan seemed rather alarmed ; but 
poor Miss Marshall was absolutely cowering in 
a comer, in a state of abject terror. 

I was nearly as bad as Robert ; and had not 
laughed so much for a long time. The woman's 
appearance was comical in the extreme; during 
her struggle with the footman her cap had 
fallen oflf, and her hair had become imfastened, 
and hung in grisly elf-locks round her scarlet 
face, which reminded me so irresistibly of the 
sun as seen through one of our Australian fogs, 
that I, too, laughed myself into a condition of 
semi-imbecility. 

There 's no nade for ye to stur, Masther 
Robert, dear, I 'm goin'. Good avenin' to ye, 
ma'am, an' ladies an' gintlemin all." And the 
cook, with a comprehensive curtsey, retired, 
somewhat unsteadily, to her own dominions, 
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threatening vengeance on poor Thomas as she 
passed him in the hall. 

What disgraceful conduct ! " exclaimed 
Miss Marshall, emerging from her comer, as 
soon as her enemy was fairly out of hearing, 
" I hope, Mrs. M^Lachlan, you will discharge 
her at once ; she is shamefully intoxicated." 

" I am afraid she has taken more than is 
good for her,'' replied the lady of the house, 
" poor thing ; but she is the best cook we have 
ever had, and I suppose I must make some 
allowance for her injured feelings. I have no 
doubt she will be very penitent to-morrow." 

I declare," exclaimed Robert, once more 
sitting upright, I have not enjoyed anything 
so much for an age ! " 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

AT CEOSS-PURPOSES. 

Mb. M^Lachlan came in at last to dinner;, 
which, with the exception, perhaps, of the fish,, 
was not much the worse for waiting. 

Decidedly the master of the house was not 
in good spirits. He listened to his son's account 
of the scene we had just witnessed as if his 
thoughts were deeply engaged elsewhere ; and 
when the exaggerated narrative was, much to- 
the footman's evidient relief, concluded, he 
sighed, and then, as if suddenly recollecting 
himself, forced a smile, and said, — Ha ! yes ; 
very absurd, to be sure." 

This remark, and the tone in which it was 
spoken, proved an efiectual damper upon further 
conversation. 

It was not a custom at The Grove for the 
gentlemen to remain in the dining-room for 
any length of time after the ladies ; but on this 
occasion, as Robert and I were about following 
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them to the drawing-room, Mr. M'Lachlan 
beckoned me to stay. Bob looked surprised, 
and lingered an instant at the door. 

I wish to speak to Cochrane for a few 
minutes, Robert," he said, slightly glancing 
towards his son. The hint was sufficient, and 
Bob, greatly wondering, was off like a shot. 

I was surprised, too, and felt myself change 
colour several times, for does not conscience, 
&c. ? What could he want with me ? Yes, de- 
cidedly my silent monitor must have been 
uneasy within me at that time, or why should 
I have trembled at the thought of a private 
interview with one whom it was the dearest wish 
of my heart one day to call my second father ? 
Doubtless, I had not done by him exactly as 
I should have wished him to do by me, had 
our positions been reversed ; hence my guilty 
trembling. I would make an open breast of 
it; then, let him forbid me the house if he 
pleased. I expected reproof, and was not in 
the least prepared for the conversation that 
ensued. 

Take another glass, Cochrane ? " 
^^No, thank you," I replied. 
As you will," returned the master of the 
house, fidgetting on his chair. " Sit down, I want 
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to ask you a question or two about something 
that has been perplexing me very much of 
late." 

He paused. " Yes ?" I at length ventured, 
interrogatively. But Mr. M^Lachlan did not 
reply for some seconds ; he was evidently 
uneasy, and perhaps regretted having to speak 
to me. 

Mr. M^Lachlan," I began again, " I feel 
that I have been to blame, but — " 

" Blame ? not at all," he exclaimed, looking 
up, and immediately casting down his eyes 
upon the table. 

I breathed more freely. " I scarcely knew 
what I was about — " 

Ho looked up at me again. " You will think 
me a fool, I dare say, Cochrane," playing with 
a bunch of seals and coins that hung from his 
watch-guard ; but if you only knew the 
anxiety this matter has caused me, the worry 
and perplexity I have endured for the last few 
weeks, in consequence, you would pity me." 
He paused, and I never felt more mystified in 
my life, and could do nothing but stare at 
him, in utter loss to even guess his meaning. 
^^Yes," he continued, "it came between me 
and my rest, as well as between me and my 



AT CROSS'PUBPOSES. 



217 



business, and I have resolved a dozen times to 
have an explanation with you ; but the fear of 
ridicule, I suppose, has hitherto kept me from 
alluding to the subject, which is, nevertheless, 
uppermost in my thoughts ; however, I rely 
upon your good sense and gentlemanly feeling 
to give me a true answer, and to keep the secret 
from every one." 

I groaned in spirit, and gasped, "I have 
never breathed a syllable to any one but 
Robert-" 

I know that," he interrupted ; I can per- 
fectly understand your feelings ; nevertheless, 
your secret has oozed out, and, I am ashamed 
to confess, has upset me greatly, for I had long 
persuaded myself that such a thing was wholly 
impossible." 
"Impossible?" 

"Yes, so I had persuaded myself; but what 
I have heard of you. has completely routed my 
self-complacent scepticism, and left me as 
nervous as a child in the dark." 

Mr. M^Lachlan was losing his senses, evi- 
dently ; or was he afraid I intended eloping 
with his daughter ? 

"If you think," I said, "that I have har- 
boured any sinister design — " For the life of 



218 JDOCTOB MIBBLETON'S DAUGHTEB. 



me I could not express myself more simply ; 
and he interrupted me. 

Not at all, my dear fellow, I am sure you 
spoke in perfect good faith ; but, nevertheless, 
you may have been mistaken ; and that is just 
what I want to make perfectly sure of." 

Certainly," I repKed, critically examining 
the pattern of the table-cloth, I may have 
been under a delusion, for I have not ventured 
to speak." 

" Ha ! " exclaimed my host, brightening up, 
and slapping his hand energetically on the 
table, so as to make the glasses and decantera 
ring, I felt certain it was all nonsense; that 
young rascal Kobert! one of his usual tricks^ 
I '11 be bound!" 

Did Robert tell you?" 

Of course he did, my dear fellow; you 
don't suppose a youngster like Robbin could 
hold his tongue ? You told him, and, as a 
matter of course, he must relieve his mind by 
telling some one else ; and, unfortunately, he 
selected me for his confidant." 

And may I ask, sir," I said, re-assured by 
his friendly manner and tone, ''what your 
views respecting this, to me, all-important 
matter are ? " 
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" My views ? Why, that it is all confounded 
nonsense, as you have just admitted." 

Once more I was completely at fault. As- 
I admitted ? " I repeated, helplessly. 

Yes, at least so I understood you to say." 

" Understood me to say ? " 
So I supposed." 

^^Mr. M^Lachlan, I have not the faintest 
idea what we have been talking about all this 
time. I had imagined until this moment it 
was your — ^" 

"Mine?" he interrupted; "no, Cochrane 
not mine, yours, you mean." 

^^We are utterly at cross-purposes," I 
gasped. " What is it you have been talking 
about, Mr. M^Lachlan ? " for I was determined 
that he should speak plainly, and then, per- 
haps, I might be able to give him a satisfac- 
tory answer — satisfactory, that is, to myself; 
for, after all, I could not see that I was much 
to blame. 

If I had indulged myself with the luxury of a 
hopeless passion, I had not involved its object 
in the consequences of my folly ; and no soul 
knew of it but Robert, who, after luring me 
into confession, had so shamefully betrayed my 
fiecret. 
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"What have we been talking about?'* re- 
peated Mr. M^Lachlan; "why, about the 
apparition of your father which you saw the 
other day.'' 

Good gracious I what a climax ! I felt so 
immensely relieved that, in spite of the serious- 
ness of the subject, I smiled, much to Mr. 
M^Lachlan's surprise. 

"You appear to treat the matter very 
lightly, Cochrane ; but to me it is fraught with 
the deepest interest." 

" I beg your pardon," I replied; " I am not 
laughing at the recollection of what I saw that 
night, far from it, but at the idea that whilst 
you were speaking of one thing, I was fiilly 
persuaded you meant another." I thought he 
might possibly ask me what it was I had 
imagined he wished to learn ; and had he 
done so, I had fully made up my mind to 
tell him all. 

" Did you really see your father?" he asked, 
anxiously, and without remarking what I had 
just said. 

" I saw something that resembled him," I 
replied, " exactly as I had last seen him in 
Melbourne; and the conviction immediately 
forced itself upon me that he was dead." 
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" You believe in the immortality of the 
soul ? But of course you do." 

" It is a question I do not care to answer," 
I replied. My ideas on the subject are pecu- 
liar, and were a source of anxiety to my dear 
father. I make a point of never obtruding 
them upon any one." 

" But I request you will treat me diflfer- 
ently," he returned, speaking very earnestly, 
and fixing me with his eyes — ^which were just 
like Eobert's and Emma's. The question, as 
I have said, possesses for me the very deepest 
interest. I came of a superstitious race, and 
had flattered myself that I had shaken my 
mind fi:ee fi:om its early trammels; but I 
found, after hearing of your adventure, that 
I was mistaken; for I knew fi:om the little 
I have seen and heard of you, that you were 
not a man likely to conjure up a drunken 
vision, and take it for a reality ; and, there- 
fore, that there must be some foundation for 
the report. Have you received any confirma- 
tion of your fears ?" 

" No," I replied, there has not been time;- 
but the Australian mail will be due in London 
to-morrow, and in a couple of days more I 
shall probably get a letter; but I have little 
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doubt of my loss, and immediately put on 
mourning.'' 

So Robert told me ; and that fact alone 
went far to assure me that you, at all events, 
put faith in what you had seen or dreamt." 

"Not dreamt, Mr. M^Lachlan; I had been 
asleep, but not dreaming; and,' on awaking 
suddenly, the first object that met my view 
was the figure of my dear father." 

" His ghost, or spirit." 

" Rather, I should say, an apparition evoked 
by a last supreme effort of his will, in mag- 
netic relation with me, in the moment prior to 
his dissolution." 

" What, then, is your opinion of death ?" 

I was fortunately spared the pain of again 
refusing to give him an answer, by the 
entrance of his wife, who good-humouredly 
exclaimed, " What are you two gentlemen dis- 
cussing so earnestly? Thomas has knocked at 
the door half-a-dozen times, without succeed- 
ing in making you hear." 

" A very painful subject," replied her 
husband; "we were canvassing the proba- 
l)ilities of the death of Cochrane's father." 

" Do you really think he is dead ? " 
inquired Mrs. M^Lachlan, feelingly. 
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I am quite certain of it,'' I replied. 

We then followed her into the drawing- 
Toom, where we had coflfee, and I was soon 
attacked by my friend Robert. " Whatever 
have you and the Gov. been, talking about 
all this time?" 

Before I could answer his question, how- 
ever, Miss Marshall came up, and asked me 
io sing. 

I did not feel particularly inclined to comply 
with her request ; but as my doing so would 
^ave me a cross-examination which I must 
perforce have parried, I replied that I should 
be most happy — a conventional form of speech 
not necessarily involving the utterance of an 
untruth. 

Robert began to growl, but I took no notice 
of his protest, and followed the governess to 
the piano. 

On the whole, we spent a very pleasant even- 
ing : it was genuine happiness to sing a duet 
with Miss M'Lachlan, who had the sweetest 
voice. Our performance brought tears into her 
mother's eyes, and was vehemently applauded 
by her brother, who, as a rule, affected to 
despise screeching," as he impertinently 
described our amusement. 
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The opportunity was too good a one to lose, 
and I accordingly concluded my part of the 
performance by singing a hymn of which I am 
passionately fond — Abide with me, fast falls 
the eventide : and before the impression pro- 
duced had time to fade away, took my leave, 
declining to stay for supper, and resisting 
Robert's entreaty to be allowed to see me, at 
least, part of the way home. 

Need I say I dreamt all night of Emma, and 
awoke in the morning to dream of her again? 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE MODERN ATHENS. 

/ 

I DECIDED upon going to Edinburgh for my 
second degree : but it is not my intention to 
dilate upon this portion of* my career, although 
I liked what I saw of the capital of Scotland so 
well that I would rather live there than in 
any other place I know, not even excepting 
my native city, did the Fates so permit ; but 
they do not, and I fear they never will. 

I passed a fair examination creditably and 
after a stay of ten days returned to Dublin, to 
find an Australian letter, in a strange hand- 
writing, waiting for me at the boarding-house. 

The letter was brief ; it was written by 
Doctor Middleton, whom I knew well by name 
and repute, and merely recounted the circum- 
stances attending my dear father's death, which 
really happened, making due allowance for 
the difference between Irish and Australian 
time, at the hour in which I had fancied I saw 
him in Skinner's Alley. 

VOL. I. Q 
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During my absence in Scotland, Robert had 
passed his examination at the King-and-Queen's 
with as much ^clat as he had done at the Col- 
lege ; and was complimented by the President 
and the Fellows, who unanimously awarded 
him a special certificate of merit — an honour 
expressive of their highest approbation, and 
granted to very few. 

What are you going to do with yourself 
now, David?" I inquired, upon the occasion 
of our first meeting after my return from 
Edinburgh. 

" The Gov. wont let me go into the army," 
he replied, ^^but insists upon my going down 
to look after some place in the North, where 
there is a dispensary, or something of ' that 
sort, vacant. I said I wouldn't go an inch 
unless he 'd let you go with me. You will 
come ? " 

My dear fellow," I began, " the ex- 
pense — " 

Hang the expense ! " replied my Mend, 
loftily ; the Gov. shall stand that, Jonathan, 
of course." 

Very well, anything you please; but I 
must seriously think of going home." 

^^If you do, I'll shoot you. But you'll 
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<5ome to Dumfemaghalee, or whatever the 
name of the place is ? " 

It was so arranged. But, as it turned out, 
I had to make the journey alone j my friend 
Robert, when the time came, having piade 
some excuse for remaining in Dublin, so that I 
was obliged to start on my wild-goose chase, 
as I have already related, without him. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE SWEETEST MOMENT IN MY LIFE. 

On my return without success from Dumfem- 
aghalee, the embargo was withdrawn, not 
without reluctance certainly, but finally with- 
drawn, from the ftdfilment of Robert's long- 
contemplated vision of a military life. 

It is needless to say that he was first of the 
first at Netley. He did his best to persuade 
me to try for an army appointment, too ; but a 
military career was not at all my vocation, and 
I resolutely declined, complying with his wishes 
in this respect, pleading, as was my daily cus- 
tom, that I must really begin to think about 
going home. 

My father's death had left me in possession 
of between two and three hundred a year, 
partly derived from investments in the Colonial 
funds, and partly from the rent of some small 
houses in one of the suburbs of Melbourne. 

Day after day found me repeating to myself 



THE SWEETEST MOMENT IN MY LIFE. 229 



and my acquaintances the same burden of the 
same old song, ^^I must really go home," so 
that I wonder the name did not stick to me for 
ever after. 

On one occasion, Mrs. MXachlan said to me, 
Why do you not take a wife and settle down 
in Dublin, or, at least, in Ireland, Mr. Cochrane ; 
it is the land of your mother's nativity, and 
ought to be as dear to you as your own ?" 

Pardon me," I replied, ^^I feel such a yearn- 
ing to go home." 

^^Then why do you not go ?" 
I really cannot tell, Mrs. M^Lachlan." 
Do you mean that you cannot, or will not?" 
"A little of both, perhaps.'' 
Shall I tell you why?" 
If you please." 
You are in love." 
^^Mrs.M^Lachlan!" 
" Is it not the case ?" 
I made no reply. 

"Your silence shows me that I am correct in 
my supposition," said the lady, smiling. " May 
I ask the fair one's name ?" 

This was said seriously, and kindly, and not 
^t all in the bantering tone one might infer jfrom 
the phraseology in which the question was put. 
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Spare me. I have no knowledge ihst she 
regards me with fEtyonr.'' 
"Why do you not inquire 
"I dare not.'' 

" ^ Faint heart/ " quoted the lady. 

"Possibly," I answered, "but I dread to 
have my illusion dispelled." 

" Can you not make a guess as to whether or 
not your love is returned?" 

" Sometimes, I flatter myself that it is, and 
the next minute I feel confident that it is not." 

" Do you see the young lady fi-equently ?" 

" Every day." 

"Hem!" coughed Mrs. M^Lachlan, as if a 
sudden light had broken in upon her. 

I felt myself sinking into my shoes, and 
longed for boldness to make an avowal, and 
have my fate decided at once and for ever. 
But, I fear I must be a coward, for I could not 
bring myself to make it. 

Mrs. M^Lachlan did not pursue the subject 
further, but began to speak about her son. 

" He is the handsomest and best fellow in 
the world," I exclaimed, with enthusiasm. 

The mother's eyes filled with tears of pardon- 
able pride. " He is very fond of you," she 
said. 
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" Not more so than I am of him," I repKed ; 
there is nothing I would not do for him." 

" Yes," continued Mrs. M^Lachlan, it is a 
source of great happiness and comfort to me 
that, in spite of his volatile disposition, often 
extreme thoughtlessness, he has sound prin- 
ciples at heart, and I feel assured will grow 
up a good and honourable man." 

How intensely the fond mother worshipped 
her only boy. 

Robert dropping in just then, the conversa- 
tion flowed into another channel; he was to 
leave us the next day for London. " Will you 
come out for a stroll this evening. Mum ? And 
be sure you don't bring the Marshall with 
you.'' 

Of course Mrs. M^Lachlan assented to her 
son's request, as she would have done to any 
other he had thought proper to prefer on the 
eve of his departure, or, for the matter of that, 
at any time ; for the truth must be told, if he 
could have been spoiled, she would certainly 
have spoiled him. 

After dinner, we four, that is, Robert and his 
mother, and Miss M^Lachlan and I, set out for 
the last walk we should all take together for 
some months. 
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Bob gave his arm to his mother, and Miss 
M^Lachlan and I walked on before them, side 
by side, but with a distance of two or three 
feet between us. 

Gradually the space between the two couples 
increased. 

Eobert, I knew, was but too glad to see his 
sister and me together; but his mother? doubt- 
less she also was a consenting party to my 
companionship with her daughter. 

She had, probably, read my secret that 
afternoon, and, far from feeling annoyed at my 
presumption, was actually giving me the oppor- 
tunity she would naturally suppose I longed 
for. 

Did I long for it? 
I scarcely knew. 

We talked ; what about I do not remember. 
I scarcely knew at the time; how should I 
recollect after all these years ? 

We walked on and on ; stood for a minute 
or two to watch the mimic water-fall below the 
high embankment opposite Milltown; on and 
on past Blackburn's Grate ; on farther, and still 
further, until Rathfarnham Bridge compelled 
us to a halt. 

It was getting dark, though the summer 
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evenings are wonderfully prolonged in 
Dublin. 

" What has become of mamma and Robert?" 
exclaimed my companion, upon looking round 
and perceiving that they were not in sight. 
I suppose they have turned back," I replied. 

Miss M^Lachlan made no direct answer; but 
after a silence of a second or two, she said, 
" We must make haste after them, or it will be 
quite dark before we reach the embankment." 

^/ It will be better to cross ovet Milltown old 
bridge, and go home through the village." 

" Yes," she assented, I think that will be 
our best way." 

You had better take my arm," I ventured, 
at length, to suggest. 

She made no reply, but placed the tips of 
her fingers on my sleeve. 

How my heart thrilled! I knew that the 
crisis of my fate was approaching. I panted 
for breath, and felt as if the ground was slipping 
from beneath my feet ; for a moment I could 
not see, could not think; I was fascinated, 
electrified — ^what you will. But this extreme 
sensation passed off in a second or two, and I 
became intuitively aware of tiie fact that I was 
master of the situation. 
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The tiny hand that rested on my arm trem- 
bled, I thought, and the breath of my com- 
panion was nearly, if not quite, as troubled as 
my own. With the increasing darkness I grew 
bolder, and after we had walked a little way, I 
drew her closer to my side — so much closer, as 
she leaned upon me, that I distinctly felt the 
beating of her heart. She knew, too, what 
was coming. 

Then the question presented itself to me. 

Are you doing right in violating the confi- 
dence reposed in you, and taking advantage of 
what, after all, may be but an accidental cir- 
cumstance, to trouble the peace of a family that 
has received you as a firiend of their son, and 
not at all as the suitor of their daughter — a 
family, too, so immeasurably above you in 
worldly position ? " 

Verily, Conscience does make cowards of us 
all. 

I could not answer my questioner, and after 
a violent, if brief, inward conflict, forced it to 
be silent. 

What harm was there, after all, in what I 
was about to do ? 

Possibly my suit would be rejected; but 
why, if that were likely to bp the case, did my 
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little captive flutter so timidly against my 
breast ? 

If, on the other hand, she should consent to- 
be my wife, would it not be because she loved 
me? 

The last thought was so full of rapture, that 
I forgot to reason further, and plunged at once, 
boldly, into the very middle of the fight. 

Emma," I took courage to say, drawing 
the trembling form of my beloved still closer to 
my side, and stooping down to gaze into her 
half-averted face, until I felt her sweet breath 
fanning my brow, — Emma, I love you." 

The hand I had taken in my own was not 
withdrawn ; I pressed it, and the pressure was, 
almost imperceptibly, returned. 

" You love me, Emma ; you really do love 
me?" 

The faintest echo of a '^ Yes" confirmed 
my fondest hopes. I had not lived in vain. 
You will be my wife ? " 
"If papa and mamma consent." 
" Do you think they will ? " 
"1 think so." 

" And you will be my little wife ? " 
i^Yes, if you will take such a silly young 
thing as I am." 
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I pressed her in my arms ; I kissed her fore- 
head, her cheeks, her eyes, her lips ; and, oh ! 
immeasurable height of bliss ! she kissed me in 
return. 

I could not walk, I could scarcely stand ; I 
thought I must have fallen, and felt compelled 
to sit down upon a bench near where we stood. 

I drew her close beside me, and passed my 
arm round her waist-— her head rested on my 
shoulder, — we gazed into each other's eyes, 
and drank our fill of love. It was the most 
delicious moment in my life ! 

'' Mamma will not like me to go out to Aus- 
tralia," she said, at length, after we had talked 
of many things 

'' What is your feeling about it, darling ? " 

'' If you decide upon returning, I shall not 
let you go by yourself," she replied, archly. 

'' But, frankly," I said, '' you would rather 
stay here ? " 

'' Frankly, I would prefer remaining at home 
— ^by which I mean in the United Kingdom." 

"Dearest, so you shall: since my poor 
father's death, there is nothing out there to 
compel my return." 

She nestled closer to me : it was very nearly 
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dark. They will wonder what has become 
of us," she said, with a smile. 

Do you think they will not guess ?" 
"I suppose they will," she replied, with a 
deep blush, which I divined, if I could no 
longer see. 

The pride and happiness I felt in having 
gained for my own the first and sole possessor of 
my heart, were enhanced by the reflection that 
henceforth Robert was, in reality, my brother. 

"Dear Bob !" I exclaimed, half-aloud, in the 
fullness of my heart. 

" How glad he will be," she said ; " he is so 
fond of you." 

I felt constrained to embrace her once again. 
"Are not you?" I asked. 

^^We must go home," she said, gently dis- 
engaging herself. "Just fancy what Miss 
Marshall will say ! " 

" Bother Miss Marshall !" 

# # # # # 

What more we said that evening, during the 
remainder of our walk, I am sure I cannot 
remember : that we did talk incessantly, or, at 
least, that I did, I recollect perfectly, and that 
my darling answered me, as occasion seemed 
to require. 
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I recounted the whole history of my not very 
eventful life — I entered minutely into the deli- 
cate question of ways and means. How pitiful 
seemed my resources ! 

I am but a poor man/' I confessed, with a 
sigh. 

"For shame!" replied Emma; "you are 
quite rich enough. I am sure we were happier 
when we lived in the cottage at Clontarf, than 
we have been since we removed to The Grove, 
and have been surrounded by all that hateful 
ceremony:" 

"My darling!" 

"I dislike ostentation so much," she con- 
tinued, " and shall be glad to get into the 
country, where I can enjoy my pigs and poultry 
to my heart's content, without a Marshall ever- 
lastingly upon my back, with ' Sissy, do this,' 
or, ' Sissy, you must not do that.' Do not think 
me spiteful if I call her a tabby." 

I laughed. " Most undoubtedly she is a 
pussy," I replied ; " but all the same, it was 
too cruel of your friend. Miss Lysaght, to tell 
her that she, in common with other old maids, 
was made for chit-chat and tabby-cats." 

" Really," exclaimed Emma, "it never struck 
me until this moment : I must take care it does 
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not occur again. Poor old thing ! it is sad to 
have no one to love, or be loved by." 

By this we had reached The Grove, and 
hoped to have passed in unobserved; but the 
lodge-keeper had fastened the gate, and I had 
to ring several times before I succeeded in 
making any one hear. 

At last the gardener made his appearance, 
and in a gruff voice inquired, Who's there ?" 
Open the gate, Martin," said Emma. 

"I begs your pardin, miss; I hadn't the 
least idey you could be out at this time o' night 
— and Mr. Cochrane, too," he continued, in a 
lower key ; " the Lord be good to ms all ! " 

I saw Emma up to the house, but resisted 
all her entreaties to go in. I really felt that I 
could not face them all. My darling," I said, 

you must break it to your mother, and I will 
call in the morning to learn my fate." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

AN EAVESDROPPER. 

It might be supposed that I did not sleep 
much that night ; but I did, as soundly as ever 
I remember to have slept in my life. Neither 
did I dream, but awoke next morning like a 
giant refreshed with wine, and as gay and 
capable of enjoying life as ever. 

My ^' ghost" howled as usual, and, instead of 
feeling vexed, as was generally the case, at the 
dismal noise, I laughed at it, and set myself 
seriously to task to find out whence it came. 

My efforts were, at last, crowned with 
success. The partition that divided my room 
from the lobby was made of lath and plaster ; 
and between it and the ceiling was a gap, some 
eighth of an inch or so in width, through which 
the wind, when any of the doors downstairs 
were open, whistled, rattling against the upper 
edge of the room-paper, thereby producing the 
sounds which liad puzzled and annoyed me so 



AN EAVESDBOPPEB. 



241 



long, and which filled my cockatoo with 
rage. 

From that moment the reign of the ghost 
at Carlton Terrace was over. He never re- 
appeared. 

I hope you spent a pleasant evening, Mr. 
Cochrane," said Miss Femley, next morning, 
as I sat down to a late bipeakfast. 

Very," I replied, my face aglow with the 
remembrance. 

^^So I should imagine. You made a fine 
noise coming in, at all events." ^ This with a 
bitter sneer. 

" I am very sorry," I replied. I certainly 
stimibled over Mr. Cornell's boots, for Ann 
forgot to leave a candle for me in the hall." 

" I shouldn't have thought it of you " — with 
tremendous emphasis on the pronoun. 

" Thought what ? " I asked. 

"Nothing," replied the lady, scortifully. 

I reaUy did not, at the time, see the drift 
of her insinuation, and concluded that she was 
very cross — ^possibly because of my late coming 
down. "Have you heard fi:om Mrs. Wood- 
ward lately?" I inquired, by way of putting 
her in a good humour. 

" I had a letter yesterday," she replied. 

VOL. 1. R 
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" I hope they were quite well." 

^^Yes," she returned; "at least they were 
when she wrote." 

"Hem!" I was making haste to finish my 
breakfast, and could not tifford to waste any 
more time chattering with my landlady. 

" Do you dine at home to-day, Mr. Cochrane?" 
she presently inquired. 

" Yes, Miss Femley, — ^that is," I continued, 
suddenly recollecting the ordeal through which 
I had to pass — "no — I mean yes— there! I 
can't say for certain ; however, don't wait for 
me." 

" We never do wait for any one," remarked 
the lady, severely. 

" Not now that Mr. Woodward's gone away?" 
said Miss Sharman, in an undertone, and her 
most lingering drawl. 

"I shall not dine at home either. Miss 
Femley," observed another of the boarders. 

"Well, gentlemen," replied our landlady, 
with a smirk, "if the proverb be true, which 
says, ^ The more the merrier,' it is also a fact, 
according to the same authority, that ' The 
fewer there are to share it, the better will be 
the cheer.' " 

"Bravo, Miss Femley!" we all exclaimed 
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in chorus ; but our applause had not the hoped- 
for eflfect of restoring that lady's good humour. 

^^It's me belafe she's got out o' bed this 
momin' wrong side foreninst," observed Miss 
Sharman, confidentially, to her neighbour, the 
clerk who rejoiced in the name of Bill, who 
grunted an assent, or possibly a dissent ; it did 
not much matter which. 

When I had finished my breakfast, I re- 
sumed to my own room, for it was too early 
to think of going to The Grove ; and, dying 
as I was to ascertain my fate, I was obliged 
to sit down and wait. 

Don't come before twelve," had been 
Emma's parting injunction over night. 

I tried to read, but in vain ; the only word 
the letters formed before my eyes was "Emma." 
I tried to write ; the sole M^ord the pen would 
trace was the name of my beloved ; and this I 
wrote at least a thousand times, varying it, 
sometimes, by adding her surname, and, at 
last, my own. 

" Emma — Enuna M^Lachlan — Emma Coch- 
rane." 

"Oh, dear me!" I exclaimed, suddenly 
dashing down my pen, jumping to my feet, 
and tearing the paper upon which I had been 
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scribbling into atoms, which I set on fire in 
the grate — "I can stand this no longer, I 
must go." 

It wanted five and twenty minutes to noon, 
and I went out, intending to walk round by 
Rathgar, so as not to reach The Grove too 
soon. 

I had not gone far when I met an acquaint- 
ance. 

Hullo! Where are you oflF to so fast, 
Cochrane?" 

" I am going for a walk, Reynolds." 
" I '11 go with you ; it is lonesome walking 
by oneself." 

I vnshed the fellow far enough, but did not 
like to tell him so. 

Where are you bound for ? " he inquired. 
" I am going as far as Rathfamham." 
And then?" 

Along the Dodder, home by Clonskeagh." 
^' Hah ! talking about Clonskeagh, have you 
seen M'Lachlan lately ? " 

I saw him last night." 

Do you know his sister ? " 

Know whom ? " I said, rather stifily, for I 
could not bear to hear the man speak of her ; 
it was profanation. 
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Mac's sister?" 
^^I have the honour of Miss M^Lachlan's 
acquaintance," I replied, more stiffly than 
before. 

The fellow had the audacity to laugh. 
Pretty intimately acquainted, too, I should 
say." 

What do you mean ? " 

Mean ? nothing at all." 
He spoke in so very significant a manner that 
I felt my face beginning to glow. 

" You do mean something," I said ; what 
is it ? Speak out like a man, if you have any- 
thing to say; I hate insinuations." 

Well, it 's just this way : Bully and I were 
taking a walk round the river last night, — it 
might be about half after ten, or it might be 
eleven, and we heard — " Here he paused, and 
looked at me with a disagreeable leer, remind- 
ing me, not pleasantly, of " the great god 
Pan," while engaged in his agreeable occupa- 
tion of bruising reeds, or making a poet out 
of a man." 

Well," I said, "what was it you heard?" 
" ^ Le bruit d'un baiser tendre,' " he replied, 
quoting B^ranger, who was a favourite author 
of his — poor Jean Pierre, to be so patronized. 



246 DOCTOR MIDDLETON'S DAUGHTEB, 



My face betrayed me, I know ; but I tried to 
pass it off, and said, " Well, what then ?" 

Would you like to know who it was ?" 

I am not in the least curious." 

Oh ! I dare sav not : but what do vou 
think of a certain gentleman named Cochrane, 
and a certain Miss — " 

Silence ! " I exclaimed, so energetically, 
that Reynolds was startled. 

I didn't mean — " he began. 

How could you have seen us — I mean me 
— ^that is to say them ? " I went on, getting 
more and more confused ; for I was imcertain 
whether he was sounding me, or whether we 
had really been overlooked. 

It was then Reynolds's turn to look confused. 
I was only joking," he said, moving away 
from me. 

Come ! " I exclaimed, catching hold of him 
by the arm, ^^this wont do, Reynolds; you 
must and shall tell me what you know." 

" ' Must' and ' shall' are hard words, Cochrane, 
from one man to another." 

I beg your pardon," I said, tightening my 
grasp on his arm, which he tried to wriggle 
away from me, ^' but appeal to you, as a gentle- 
man, to explain yourself." 
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" It wasn't my fault, Cochrane ; it was not, 
upon my word — ^let me go, and I 'U tell you 
aU." 

" You won't give me the slip ? 
" Honour bright." 

"Very well," I replied, releasing him, "now 
for it." 

" By jingo ! " he exclaimed, rubbing his arm, 
" you have a grip like a vice ! I'll take care 
to keep out of your reach in future, when you're 
put out." 

" Never mind," I said, " go on." 

"Well," he began, in an apologetic tone, 
" Bull and I were out for a stroll last night; / 
at Eathfarnham Bridge we caught sight of you 
and a girl — I beg pardon, a young lady — " He 
hesitated. 

"Go on." 

" Well, Bull said, ' By Jove ! here 's a lark ! 
Who'd ever have thought to have seen Cochrane,' 
— ^he said ^ St. Cochrane,' you know, — ^ taking 
up with the petticoats like any sinner among 
us. Come on. Paddles, let 's follow them, and 
see the sport.' " 

" And you were mean enough to sneak after 
us ? I did think better of you, Reynolds ; Bull, 
I know, is capable of any mean action." 
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I am very sorry, Cochrane," he continued, 
in a penitent tone of voice, very sorry, and 
ashamed of myself ; it was a mean thing to do, 
I admit, but I only thought of the fun of it 
at the time. I really beg your pardon, old 
fellow." 

Go on." I was not so easily to be mollified, 
especially knowing, as I did perfectly well, 
that the man's repentance was assumed. " Go 
on." 

Well, we followed you, though not near 
enough to hear what you said, until we saw 
you sit down on that bench." 

He hesitated again. Go on," I repeated ; 
and he continued, Bull then proposed that 
we should get into the field and creep on 
behind the wall until we got close to you ; we 
did so, and I am sorry to say that we listened 
and heard every word you said, and every kiss 
you gave her." 

The last item he added with a smirk and a 
leer that so enraged me I felt sorely tempted to 
pitch him into the river that "turbidly ran" 
by our side ; but by a violent effort I restrained 
myself, and motioned him to proceed. 

We heard every word you said," he 
repeated. 
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" You heard nothing wrong/' I exclaimed, 
provoked quite beyond endurance, and seizing 
him by the collar of his coat, I shook him as a 
terrier would a rat. 

Drop that ! " he cried. I swear it was all 
fair and square, and above board ; let me go." 

I released him. Go on." 

"There 'snot much more to tell," he con- 
tinued, keeping his distance. "We followed 
you until we saw you go in to M'Lachlan's 
place. That 's how we came to guess who she 
was." 

" Very well," I said, when he had finished 
speaking; "that will do, you may go now; 
and don't let me catch you dodging me again, 
that'saU." 

" Good morning," Cochrane. 

" Good morning," I replied, none too 
cordially; and the fellow slunk away like a 
beaten hound. 

I was terribly put out, I admit, but there 
was no help for what had occurred. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

IN SMOOTH WATERS. 

It was ten minutes past twelve when I reached 
Clonskeagh. 

Mrs. Mackey, the gardener's wife, who was 
also the lodge-keeper, made me a much deeper 
curtsey than usual, as she opened the gate. "I 
hope I see you well, sir." 

I thought I detected a covert sneer in her 
tone, but my late interview with Mr. Reynolds 
had soured me. " Quite well, thank you," I 
replied, ungraciously enough, and walked on 
towards the house. 

I had veritably quite forgotten my errand 
there in my indignation at the narrative I had 
just been listening to ; and perhaps it was quite 
as well that I had, as I was thereby enabled to 
appear before Mrs. M'Lachlan with a bolder 
front than I might otherwise have done. 

The door was opened for me by Janet, a 
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very unusual office for that dignified personage 
to perform. 

Is your mistress at home, Janet?" I asked, 

^' Ay, ay ; come ben, Mr. Cochrane ; she '& 
expectin' ye in the bodwar.'' 

Into that cosy Kttle apartment, which I was 
then privileged to enter for the first time, I fol- 
lowed my guide, without hesitation, and found 
— ^my mother-in-law I was about to say — Mrs. 
M'Lachlan occupied with some berlin-wool 
work, and alone. 

I had been half afraid that Miss Marshall 
might have been with her.; but, happily, this 
was not the case. She stood up on my entrance^ 
and, with a smile on her face, held out her hand, 
and when I had given her mine, pressed it 
cordially. 

I began to tremble. '^I have taken a very 
bold step, Mrs. M'Lachlan," I began; doubt- 
less I ought to have spoken to you, or to Mr. 
M'Lachlan, first, but I was completely carried 
avay by the force of circumstances last night. 
I presume — Emma — ^has told you ? " 

It was very unkind of the lady, I thought, 
not to help out my stuttering confession with a 
single word; but she merely smiled, and re- 
mained silent. 
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After waiting a few minutes, which to me 
seemed hours, I repeated my question, ^^I 
presume — Mrs. M^Lachlan — Emma — ^has told 
you all?" 

Yes," at length replied the lady, " she 
has ; and before we go a step further in the 
matter, you must faithfully promise me one 
thing." 
" I will." 

^' Very well. You may think the condition 
a hard one, I dare say ; but with me, with us, 
it is indispensable." 

I felt powerless to utter a word. 

" It is this," continued Mrs. M^Lachlan, evi- 
dently commiserating my confusion, which had 
reached its maximmn, for she spoke in the 
kindliest manner, " that you will never, with- 
out our express sanction, take Emma away to 
Australia." 

I sighed a sigh of intense relief. ^^Is that 
all ? — I promise." 

I expected no less," replied the lady. 

I felt myself regaining courage every mo- 
ment. Since my father's death," I said, " as 
I told Emma last night, there is absolutely no 
tie that binds me to my native land ; and 
though I will not attempt to deny that I am 
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deeply attached to it, the love I bear Australia 
is as nothing compared with my love for Emma : 
having to choose between them, I cannot, 
do not, hesitate a moment." 

I expected no less," once more smilingly 
approved the lady. 

It was a sacrifice, nevertheless. 

" With regard to my means, Mrs. M^Lachlan," 
I continued, they will appear to you most 
miserably small ; but when I get a dispensary, 
which I have now made up my mind seri- 
ously to seek for, they will exceed three hun- 
dred a year, upon which, in the country, we 
shall be able to live very comfortably ; and, in 
time, I hope to increase them materially by 
private practice." 

" Yes," replied Mrs. M^Lachlan ; we began 
life on much less; but I must tell you one 
thing — Emma will have no fortune, at present^ 
at any rate." 

Believe me," I exclaimed, such a thing 
never entered my head." 

I quite believe you," replied my future 
mother, as I must now call her ; but I may 
as well explain, knowing, of course, that what 
I confide to you will go no further, that Mr. 
M'Lachlan's resources are not nearly as great 
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as, from our style of living here, you might 
have supposed ; indeed, it is quite against my 
advice that we are living as we do at present ; 
for my husband has sustained severe losses of 
late, through the dishonesty of a person who 
was his partner for a time ; and this placB has 
been to him, and still is, a source of very great 
expense, which, I regret to say, I cannot pre- 
vail upon him to curtail.'' 

Mrs. M'Lachlan paused ; and not knowing 
exactly what to say, I availed myself of the 
equivocal interjection ^^Oh!" which I per- 
mitted her to interpret in any sense she 
pleased. 

She continued, — We talked this matter over 
carefully, in aE its bearings, last night— Mr. 
M^Lachlan and I ; and all I have said to you 
now, and have yet to say, has his sanction and 
approval." 

I inclined my head. 

Mrs. M^Lachlan went on, — "We shall have 
io make Robert an allowance of a hundred and 
fifty pounds a year when he* goes into the 
^irmy, and we purpose doing the same with 
Emma; that, with your own resources, will 
<3nable you to keep up an appearance in the 
country consistent with your position. What 
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we might ultimately be enabled to do further I 
am not, at present, in a position to say." 

Mrs. M'Lachlan ! " I exclaiined, I should 
really much prefer your leaving us to manage 
by ourselves. We talked it all over last 
evening, too, as well as you did, and dear 
Emma was of opinion that we should get on 
famously." 

Dear girl ! " approvingly exclaimed the 
mother, although not without a sigh, which she 
tried in vain to stifle in its birth. " I must 
refer you- to Mr. M'Lachlan; you can speak 
freely to him after dinner, Tom." 

She had slightly hesitated before calling me 
by my given name, which sounded deliciously 
in my ears, although one of the very ugliest 
in existence, coming from the lips of Emma^s 
mother. 

^^Now," she continued, rising, "I think we 
understand each other ; I will send Emma 
in to you. Of course you will spend the day 
with us?" 

I felt too happy to answer her; we shook 
hands again. " Grod bless you," exclaimed my 
new mother ; and I was left alone, but not for 
long. 

In a few moments the door was opened, and 
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Emma came in, the incarnation of girlish 
beauty in her blushes. 

Time must have glided rapidly away, for 
suddenly the luncheon-bell rang, and good- 
natured Mrs. M'Lachlan tapped at the boudoir 
door before coming in, so that we were the 
very pink of propriety, sitting at least three 

feet apart when she appeared. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

" You have been very quiet, young people," 
she said, smiling ; I thought I would come 
myself to tell you lunch was ready." 

I am afraid to face Miss Marshall, mamma, 
dear." 

Nonsense, my love." 

Oh, mamma, I dare not, she is so very 
satirical." 

Nonsense, Sissy; come."* 
" I had really rather not." 

Well, Tom, you '11 come with me ?" Again 
the slight hesitation before uttering my name. 

I would prefer to stay with Emma." 

Nonsense ; you have had enough of billing 
and cooing for one morning, I should think. I 
insist upon your coming: it is the last time, 
too, you will sit down with poor Bob for 
months." 
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The maternal eyes filled with tears, which 
overflowed their sources, and coursed rapidly- 
down her cheeks, at thought of the impend- 
ing separation. 

Cheer up, mamma," exclaimed her daughter, 
declare I am very selfish; but we have 
been so happy.'' How beautifully she blushed ! 
and how well her confusion became her ! 

Emma took her mother's arm, and beckoned 
me to follow. 

Miss Marshall was in the dining-room when 
we entered. She was painfully gushing in her 
manner to my darling, and most obligingly 
condescending, I had almost said patronizing, 
to poor me. 

I could perceive, however, that in the depths 
of her heart she was jealous of her former 
pupil — not on my account, you will under- 
stand ; for it would have been all the same 
whoever had been the favoured lover, or pre- 
tenduy as she persisted in speaking of me to 
Emma. 

No, she was not jealous of me, or on my 
account; but, as Bob expressed it, she was 

awfully riled" at seeing another added to 
the too long list of her juniors who had out- 
stripped her in the matrimonial race. 

VOL. I. s 
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What a lucky young gentleman you are, 
Mr. Cochrane," she took occasion to whisper 
to me during the course of the afternoon. 
I bowed. 

Such a fortune !" she continued, tryin^a: to 
look sly. " Oh ! you knew what you were 
about." 

Miss Marshall !" I exclaimed, aghast at her 
insinuation, " I beg you will understand — 

Not so loud," she said, in a low and warn- 
ing tone, with her finger on her lip, ^^they 
will hear us" — indicating Emma and her 
mother, by a slight movement of her chin in 
that direction ; " but I can keep a secret." 

Was it worth my while undeceiving her ? I 
concluded that it was not. 

Soon afterwards Bob had to leave us, in 
order to prepare for his journey to London, 
whither he was to proceed by the evening 
mail-packet; and in consequence the dinner 
was put off until a quarter to eight. 

His mother and sister wished to accompany 
him to the steamer, or at least to Westland 
Row ; but this Bob, who declared he hated 

scenes," would not hear of on any account. 

His father was to meet him at the station, 
and he and I were to go with our boy to 
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Kingstown, and see him fairly and safely 
off. 

I had forgotten to mention that at the first 
favourable opportunity after I had appeared 
before him in the novel, and to him greatly 
desired, character of an aflSanced brother, 
Bob had hugged me, as once previously, in 
the exuberance of his spirits, he had done in 
the conservatory, when I first made confession 
of my love for Emma. 

Dear Bob! I scarcely think ever two men 
were more thoroughly attached, notwithstand- 
ing the difference between our ages, than he 
and I. 

I felt attracted towards, or fascinated by, 
Oharles Woodward, in some mysterious 
maimer, which I never could account for or 
explain away ; and while I shrank from him, 
was powerless to break off the intimacy which, 
almost directly after our first meeting, sprang • 
up between us; but Robert M^Lachlan I loved 
like a brother. 

We saw him off, his father and I; and 
returned together to The Grove. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

MORS JANUA VIT^? 

All the way from Kingstown to The Grove, 
Mr. M'Lachlan scarcely opened his lips, but 
continued to sigh heavily at intervals, which 
I attributed to the recent parting with his 
son. 

It was just the same during dinner ; a gloom 
sat upon us all. 

One or two attempts at conversation, made 
by Miss Marshall, with the most laudable in- 
tentions, I have no doubt, resulted in dis- 
astrous failure, and her own discomfiture. 

When the ladies had retired, I noticed, with 
regret, that my prospective father-in-law poured 
out, and hastily swallowed, several glasses of 
his oldest port in rapid succession, without, 
however, the potent fluid producing much 
visible effect. 

I felt very uncomfortable, but feared to 
jspeak ; and after a short time got up, with the 
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intention of joining the ladies in the drawing- 
room. 

Sit still a moment, Tom," exclaimed Mr. 
M'Lachlan, for the first time calling me by 
my baptismal name. " I have a deal to talk 
to you about." 

I resumed my seat, and assumed a listening 
attitude. 

He poured himself out yet another glass, 
and tossed it oflF, and began, — Tom, as I must 
henceforth call you, had any one told me six 
months ago that I could have acquiesced, not 
of necessity, but willingly, not to say thankfully, 
in the events of last evening, I would have 
<5alled him a fool; and had he repeated the 
assertion, in all probability I should have 
knocked him down; and yet he would have 
been right, and I most confoundedly in the 
wrong." 

Mr. M^Lachlan paused, and looked stead- 
fastly across the table at me. The expression 
of his face was so wild and strange, I feared 
io irritate him by staring at him, and turned 
my eyes away. 

Presently he spoke again. ^^Yes, it is 
very true; no one can tell what a day may 
bring forth, — ^no one in business, at all events. 
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I had always intended my daughter for a 
title." 

I started, but he motioned me to be silent, 
and continued, — " But that ambitious scheme I 
have been, perforce, compelled to relinquish, 
and, doubtless, it is all for the best." 

He drank yet another glass, and went on, — 

Yes, that little dream, like so many others of 
mine, has ended in smoke ; and I am glad to 
put up with what a short time since I should 
have called a pauper." 

" Mr. M^Lachlan— " 

" Hold your tongue ! " he commanded, and 
hear me out. My wife has told me all. Ah, 
she has been a help-meet indeed ! and it would 
have been better for me, better for us all, if I 
had hearkened to her more than I have done. 
But that is past and gone. She has told me 
all, and I desired her to give you the janswer 
you have got." 

" I am very — " 

" Not a word till I have done. There is one 
point, however, upon which I desire there shall 
be no doubt in your mind. It is this. My wife, 
I presume, told you that it was my intention 
to allow you a hundred and fifty a year ? " 
She did, but—" 



MOBS JANUA VITJE? 



263 



Don't count on it," he continued, unheed- 
ing my interruption. " I may, or I may not ; 
she doesn't know all, nor do I, yet ; time will 
tell. The suggestion was hers, and I acquiesced, 
seemingly, for the time had not arrived for 
an explanation between us. Therefore, I repeat, 
don't reckon on it ; I may, or I may not." 

^' Mr. M^Lachlan, I assure you I would much 
rather — " 

One moment," he exclaimed; I have not 
done yet. You have enough to live on indepen- 
dently of your profession, which in course of 
time will bring you in more, and that is the 
reason why I have given my consent to this 
aflEair, — a drowning man will catch at a straw ; 
and, by my faith, I fear — " 

He paused, struck his fist forcibly on the 
table, making the glasses and decanters ring 
again, and burst into a loud, but forced, and, 
to me, most distressing laugh. 

'^My dear sir," I exclaimed, although I 
love Emma with my whole heart, I must not 
take her from you against your will." 

"Ah!" he shouted, "you want to back 
out of it, do you, now you find she is to have 
no fortune ? Do so, and destroy my last faith 
in himian nature.'' 
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" I assure you," I began. 

"Swear it!" he exclaimed, in the greatest 
excitement ; " swear it by your Maker. Swear 
to me you love the girl, and are not prompted 
in this matter by mercenary motives: swear 
it, or leave this room and house for ever ! " 

"Mr. M'Lachlan— " 

" Swear it, sir, swear it!" He was getting 
more and more excited, and I feared the ser- 
vants would hear him. 

" I do sweiar it," I said, solemnly. " I love 
her with all my heart and soul, and for her- 
self only." 

"By your Maker, and all your hopes of 
heaven." 

"By my Maker, and all my hopes of 
heaven," I repeated, seeing that there was 
no other mode of quieting him. " I swear, 
solemnly and sincerely swear." 

"That will do, Tom; give me your hand! 
Thank Heaven you are an honest man ; and, if 
I can at all manage it, you shall be no loser by 
this.'' 

"Sir!" I exclaimed, with all the dignity at 
my command, " I insist upon a full understand- 
ing with you on this point. I have sworn, and 
under no circumstance shall I ever take money. 
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or any equivalent to money, from you with my 
wife." 

" Tom ! " he exclaimed, with tears in his eyes, 
"give me your hand; I admire you, Tom — I 
respect you — I am proud of you !" Then, as if 
a sudden thought had struck him, " Me proud ! 
Sandy M^Lachlan proud ! Guid guide us ! " — 
and the poor man smote his broad forehead with 
his open palm, so forcibly, as to leave a red 
mark on the smooth white skin, which lasted 
for several minutes. 

Was he mad? Alas, no! more probably 
drunk. 

Subsequent events, however, have induced 
me to alter my opinion, and believe that my 
first hypothesis was the more correct. 

"That is settled, then ! " he presently ex- 
claimed, emptying the decanter into his glass, 
as he spoke. 

" My dear sir," I almost involuntarily cried 
out, " have you not had wine enough ?" I was 
afraid of ofltending him, but dreaded more the 
consequences of his continuing'to drink. 

" Perhaps I have," te replied, quite good- 
humouredly ; " too much, may be. Thank you, 
Tom, for reminding me that I was forgetting 
myself" 
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Poor man! he buried his face in both hi» 
liands, his elbows resting on the table, and so 
remained for several minutes. I sat looking at 
liim in much sorrow. What a fine figure of a 
man he is/' was the thought that arose in my 
mind as I traced the wonderful resemblance he 
bore to his son and daughter, or rather they to 
him. 

Presently he looked up, and, forcing a smile, 
said, — No doubt you think me a queer fellow, 
Tom ; but you don't know, Heaven grant you 
may never know, the amount of trouble and 
anxiety that has fallen upon me of late.'* 

He paused, as if for an answer, or some ex- 
pression of condolence or sympathy, and, not 
knowing what to say, I had once again recourse 
to the convenient interjection "Oh!" 

This apparently satisfied my future father- 
in-law, who continued, — "While there 's life 
there 's hope, they say ; and the storm may blow 
over after all." 

" To be sure it will," I ventured to observe, 
speaking in a pleasant tone of voice. 

He frowned. " What do you know about it, 
eh?" 

I had made a mistake, and, thinking silence 
would be its best atonement, held my tongue. 
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^^In any case," he continued, "I am glad 
your aflGair is settled. Should matters turn out 
as I fear, it is a load off my mind ; if better, 
you, as a man of sense^ will rise above the level 
of your circumstances, I have not the smallest 
doubt." 

As I had not the faintest idea what he was 
talking about, I concluded my wisest plan would 
be to keep silent. 

'^Yes," he said, after a pause, you have 
metal in you, Tom, with the true ring in it, not- 
withstanding some of your Puritanical notions. 
Don't think, though, I disparage religion. 
Heaven forbid ! I had a praying mother my-^ 
self, and I respect the genuine article as much 
as any man ; it is only the sham I hate. Emma 
is a little touched your way, I think, but will 
suit you all the better for that, and you her. 

^^If you knew," he went on, after another 
brief pause, ''how I have worshipped that 
child, Tom; how I have toiled and striven for 
her, you would never let the wind of heaven 
blow on her roughly. My darling girl !" The 
great tears were standing in his eyes ready to 
overflow. 

" My dear sir," I began. 

''There! I am sure you will be good, and 
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kind, and loving to her." Here he fairly broke 
down, and sobbed. 

" Mr. M^Lachlan, my dear sir, let me — " 
"Don't," sobbed the poor fellow; "let me 
.alone. I 'm a fool , an aas, an idiot ! " he continued, 
with increasing energy ; and then, raising his 
head off the table, on which it had been resting, 
he dashed the tears from his eyes, and, looking 
me ftJl in the face, asked the following question, 
— " Do you remember a conversation we had 
here the other evening about what you saw, or 
thought you had seen?" 
"Perfectly." 

" Do you still hold by your theory that it 
was not your father's spirit you saw, but a 
phantasm evoked by the last effort of his dying 
wiU?'' 

" I think so." 

" Do you remember a question I asked you, 
and which you were prevented answering by 
my wife coming in?" 

" Let me see." 

" I asked you what you thought of death." 
" It is a subject I would much prefer not to 
discuss." 

" Never mind what you prefer ; I want your 
answer." 
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"Excuse me; what weight can, my single^ 
opinion have against the dicta of the whole 
world, as I may say ? " 

"No matter; you are an earnest-minded 
man, and I am determined to have your opinion. 
Your refusal to answer my question has but all ' 
the more excited my curiosity." 

" Pardon me, you are not "—I was going to 
say "in a fit state," but stopped myself in 
time — " so very anxious that you cannot wait 
for another day or two. I feel in no mood to 
discuss abstruse questions at present.'' 

"I don't ask you to discuss anything; I 
merely ask you to answer the question I have 
put to you." 

" I cannot." 

" Do you believe in Purgatory ? " 
" Most certainly I do not." 
"In Hades?" 
"No." 

I was determined to put a stop to the dis- 
cussion, for discussion I knew it must come to, 
and abruptly left the room. 

I had scarcely taken up a position beside 
Emma, who was at the piano, and had imme- 
diately requisitioned me to sing, when her 
father came in from the dining-room ; his face 
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was flushed, but his demeanour calm, and his 
gait perfectly steady. 

Mrs. M^Lachlan was at the tea-table, and, in 
passing, her husband chucked her under the 
chin, and said, ^^Well, old girl, how are you 
getting on ? " much to the lady's astonishment; 
and, without waiting for an answer, walked 
over to where I stood, and, tapping me on the 
shoulder, hissed rather than whispered in my 
ear, Do you believe in heaven and hell ? " 

I was so taken by surprise, and alarmed by 
the tone of his voice, which resembled nothing 
earthly, that I started involuntarily. 

" What was that you said to Tom, papa ? " 
inquired my darling of her father, who took no 
notice of her question, but, again addressing 
me, asked, ^^Well, Tom, your answer?" 

" Really, sir," I replied, your question is 
most inopportune." 
Time is pressing." 

What are you talking about, papa ? " 
Never you mind." 
The tears came into my darling's eyes ; she 
did not understand her father's altered mood, 
neither did I, but at sight of her grief he 
melted. believe I am not in my right mind 
to-night, Sissy, my darling," he said, stooping 
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down to kiss her forehead. " Go on with your 
music, and you, Tom, with your singing ; but 
I haven't done with you yet, young man," he 
added, in an undertone, and imnxediately left 
the room. 

It may be imagined that my enjoyment of 
the music was pretty well spoiled for the re- 
mainder of the evening. Indeed, a gloom had 
settled on us all, owing, in the main, no doubt, 
to Bob's absence. 

I tried to reckon how many times during the 
course of the evening his mother had takela out 
her watch, and wondered whereabouts on his 
journey he might be ; but I lost my account, 
and gave up the attempt. 

Poor mother ! 

Miss Marshall retired to her own room early; 
Emma complained to me, in confidence, of a 
headache; I myself had the heartache; Mrs. 
M^Lachlan was absorbed in the contemplation 
of her son's likeness, which he had caused to be 
taken and made into a brooch some days 
previous to his departure; and which she 
treasured as the best substitute she could have 
for himself. 

We were by no means a gay party, and" 
when, soon after ten o'clock, I got up with the 
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intention of going, home to the Terrace, no one 
opposed the step. 

"We shall see you to-morrow?" said the 
lady of the house, as I shook hands. 

"You'll be sure to come early, Tom," 
whispered Emma, as she took my arm, and 
came with me into the hall, where she insisted 
upon helping me on with my coat ; and I then 
stepped out into the night. 

It was very dark, for it was in the latter end of 
March, and very cold, but not exactly freezing, 
and I walked home at a rapid pace ; and after 
proceeding a short distance, became aware of a 
tall figure standing just before me in the centre 
of the path. 

Instinctively, I put myself upon my guard ; 
but almost at the same moment recognized Mr. 
M'Lachlan. 

" Tom," he exclaimed, in a muffled voice, 
" don't imagine I 'm going to let you off like 
that. You said you did not believe in Purga- 
tory or Hades ; do you believe in heaven and 
hell?" 

"I do." 

"When?" 

" What do you mean ? " 

" I mean, when do you believe in them ?'^ 
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" When ? Why always." 

" No, no," he exclaimed, impatiently stamp- 
ing his foot upon the ground. You know 
what I mean." 

I assure you I do not." 

"This, then: when a man dies, does his 
soul go at once to one of those places ? " 

"No." 

" No ! and yet you say there is no Hades, 
no Purgatory ! " 

" I am sure there is not." 

" What, then, becomes of the soul." 

" It is re-absorbed into the Divine Essence 
from which it originally came." 

" Loses its consciousness, its identity ! " 

" Just so, for a time." 

" Do you mean to tell me that you, a 
Christian as you call yourself, hold such a 
heathenish belief?" 

" It has full warrant of Holy Writ." 

" Explain yourself." 

"When the Almighty solemnly declared 
to Adam, after the fall, that he should 
surely die, I believe He meant what He 
said. Now it would not be death if the spirit, 
as most people believe, when freed from the 
flesh, were at liberty to career at will through 

VOL. I. T 
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the universe, rap on tables, ring bells, and 
play a thousand other Bedlam antics. No, 
the poet's untruthful assertion that Hhere 
is no death, what seems so is transition,' 
would in that case be the truth, and God, 
with all possible reverence I speak it, a 
Kar." 

" You believe in the absurd and impossible 
theory of a resurrection of the body ? " 

I do believe so : and the theory is not 
impossible, is not absurd." 

" Why, it is physically impossible that a 
body which has undergone a thousand, may be 
a million transformations, been incorporated 
with the bodies of other men, perhaps — ^it is 
impossible that such a body should be re- 
suscitated ! " 

" You or I could not do it," I replied ; " but 
can you doubt the power of God to perform 
what he has promised He will do ? " 

" It is not that exactly, Tom ; but the very 
idea, to my apprehension, is monstrously un- 
natural." 

Not more unnatural than the first formation 
of the same body ; after all, it is but a carrying 
out to the furthest limit, an amplification of 
the changes that take place in ourselves 
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every hour of our lives, especially during 
sleep." 

" Ah ! very well ; but during sleep there 
is no solution of continuity, and in death 
there is." 

" Very true ; but, to my mind, that fact is 
no obstacle to the possibility of the resurrection. 
The body that will be raised may not be 
•exactly identical with the body that died — 
indeed, the apostle has told us as much ; but 
there will be a sufficient similarity to render 
the identity complete, both to the resuscitated 
person and to others. When you wake up in 
the morning, you are not exactly, in every 
component part of your frame, the same person 
you were when you went to sleep over 
night, — some particles . you then possessed 
you have lost, and new ones have accrued to 
you in their place; yet it never occurred 
to you to doubt your own identity, I dare 
say?" 

" I insist that the two cases are totally dis- 
similar ; in the one there is, as I said before, 
perfect solution of continuity, in the other there 
is not." 

" That does not limit the power of God to 
do what He has promised, and will assuredly 
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perform; we know nothing about the moduSj 
of course; but I believe, firmly, it shall be 
even as Hp has said." 

Mr. M^Lachlan made no reply, and we 
walked on a few paces in silence, when he 
suddenly exclaimed, — " You are not afraid of 
death, I suppose ? " 

^^Not at all." 

"What is the groimd of your confidence ^ 
death will be a release from care, trouble, and 
pain, perhaps ? " 

" Yes, it will be all that. We shall rest from 
our labours, until the soimd of the trump at 
the last day shall smnmon us before the Judge, 
to give an accoimt of the deeds done in the 
body." 

"And yet you say you do not fear to 
die." 

"I do not, for I have an advocate, even 
the Mediator of the new covenant, in whom 
I trust." 

Again we walked on in silence; as we 
neared the gate, he pressed my hand: "I 
wish to Heaven I could believe as you do, 
Tom." 

"It is very simple," I replied; "take your 
doubts and fears to your Heavenly Father in 
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your Saviour's name, and he will resolve them 

" I wish I could believe." 
" So you will if you try." 
He shook his head. " God bless you, Tom," 
and turned back towards the house. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

DUMFERNAGHALEE. 

On my arrival at the Terrace, I found a letter 
awaiting me with the Dumfemaghalee post- 
mark. 

I looked at it again and again, scarcely be- 
lieving the evidence of my senses. I turned it 
round and round in my hand, and, instead of 
at once opening it and ascertaining who had 
sent it, kept on wondering and speculating a& 
to the nature of its contents for some time. 

At length, however, I tore the letter open. 

My dear sir," it began, " I dare say you will 
be surprised to receive a letter from me." Who 
in the world are you ? I said aloud to myself, 
and referred to the end of the document for 
an answer; it was signed, Yours faithftdlyy 

T. DOBBIE." 

A light broke in upon me : that was surely 
the name of Sir Stewart Middleton's Scotch 
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agent at Dumfemaghalee. Let me see what 
he has to say. 

My dear Sir, — I dare say you will be sur- 
prised to receive a letter from me; but the 
brief interview we had with you last December 
has left so favourable an impression, both on 
Mrs. Dobbie and myself, that I take the very 
earliest opportunity of acquainting you with 
the fact that our dispensary is once more vacant, 
in consequence of the unexpected resignation 
of Dr. Potts. The vacancy will bo filled up 
next week; and I would recommend you to 
lose no time in coming down, as it will be ad- 
visable, for courtesy's sake, that you should 
visit the farmers and the rector before the day 
of election. The salary attached to the appoint- 
ment is one hundred per annum, exclusive of 
registration and vaccination fees, which bring 
in about twenty more; the late Sir Stewart 
allowed another hundred, which I shall take 
upon me, pending instructions from Sir John, 
to continue to you. You will also have a good 
house and garden at a nominal rent, and 
might, I think, do worse. Believe me, yours 
faithftdly, T. Dobbie. 

P.S. The present baronet, with whom we 
have put ourselves in communication, has been 
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resident in Australia for many years, where he 
has been, and still is, in practice as a physician. 

" I need scarcely say your election will be a 
matter of course." 

I don't think I was ever more surprised in 
my life. To think of Dr. Middleton, my poor 
father's valued friend, succeeding to a baronetcy 
and some twenty thousand a year ! it was in- 
credible! 

I tossed and tumbled about all night: my 
fortime was greater than I could have expected : 
how I longed for daylight to hasten with the 
news to The Grove ! it was almost too good to 
be true. 

" Certainly I shall take the very first train 
to the north." 

I was at The Grove by eight o'clock in the 
morning, without waiting for breakfast. 

" Are your master and mistress downstairs, 
Thomas?" I inquired of the man who let me 
in. 

Master's been gone out some time, sir," he 
replied ; the mistress and Miss Emma are not 
down yet ; but Miss Marshall 's in the break- 
fast-room." 

To the breakfast-room accordingly I hUrried. 
^^Mr. Cochrane!" exclaimed the governess 
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on seeing me, "how wild you look; do say- 
there is nothing the matter." 

" Nothing," I replied ; " at least, nothing of 
any consequence — that is, nothing serious. Miss 
Marshall; hut I have news of great importance 
for Mrs. M^Lachlan." 

"And Emma?" 

"And for Emma also. Will you be kind 
enough to send some one to tell them? it is 
very particular." 

"Nothing about Mr. M^Lachlan," she ex- 
claimed, clasping her hands, and putting on the 
air of a tragedy-queen. " Do not tell me any- 
thing has happened to him." 

" Dear me, no. Miss Marshall," I replied, 
puzzled by her manner; "what can have put 
such an idea into your head ?" 

" I don't know; but have you not noticed 
how very strange he has been, almost wild, for 
«ome time past?" 

I had noticed it, but did not choose to say 
so, and answered her question, more hibemico^ 
by asking another, — " Do you think so. Miss 
Marshall?" 

" I do, indeed ; indeed, I do." 

I had no intention she should get up a scene 
for my benefit, and hastened to say, "Will 
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you kindly obKge me by sending some one to 
tell Mrs. M^LacUan that I am here, and wish 
to speak to her directly for a minute ? " 

The governess, however, displayed such evi- 
dent reluctance to do so, imtil she knew what 
the intelligence might be, that, in order to save 
time, I told her all about my letter from Dum- 
femaghalee. 

I am sure I congratulate you," she said, 
warmly for her, when I had finished, and 
immediately hurried off to tell my mother-in- 
law, who presently made her appearance. 

My dear Tom," she exclaimed, shaking me 
cordially by both hands, I wish you joy. 
You must lose no time in closing with so excel- 
lent an offer." 

I shall go down by the very first train." 
^^Do so; and, Tom, you ought to telegraph 
to Mr. Dobbie that you will be there to-day." 

Not to-day ; I cannot possibly get there 
before to-morrow ; however, I '11 send him a 
telegram at once." 

Emma was delighted. My dear Tonx," 
she said, I am so pleased; though, at the 
same time, I shall be more sorry than I can 
say to lose you even for a week; still, you 
must go down and see the farmers." 
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After a hurried breakfast, I started off for the 
Great Northern terminus, and arrived the same 
evening in Pennyletter. 

Next morning I took the car on to Dum- 
femaghalee. The weather was not much more 
favourable than on the occasion of my last 
visit, but, on the whole, it was not, perhaps^ 
so cold. 

There was not a sign, however, of vegetation 
on the trees, but the place, nevertheless, seemed 
to have wonderfully improved. Could it be 
that my feelings towards it had undergone a 
change ? 

It must have been even so. 

The agent received me in the most friendly 
manner, as did also his wife; and assured 
me that my election was a matter of 
course. 

The farmers, if rough, were civil. There 's^ 
a power of candidates in the field," said one, 

but let me whisper a saycret, doctor; you're 
the man ; the agent hasn't spoke yet, but — " 
here the worthy fellow nodded his head saga-^ 
ciously, as much as to say, " Never mind, we 
know all about it, nevertheless." 

I suppose, if one were to look into it, the pro-^ 
ceeding could not exactly be called a fair one ;. 
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but, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, that 
was the way they managed such matters in the 
country then, and may yet, for anything I 
know to the contrary. 

The landlord, or, more frequently, his agent, 
nominated whom he chose, and the farmers, 
who composed the Committee, were, bon grSj 
mal gr^y compelled to acquiesce in the great 
man's choice, for they were all tenants at will, 
and could not aflford to offend him. It was 
just the same in any other election. 

The first few days I spent in Dumfema- 
ghalee were most enjoyable. . I went the roimd 
of the farmers, one by one, and was every- 
where most pleasantly, not to say cordially, 
received. 

I was the last candidate in the field, it was 
true ; but the great man had smiled upon me, 
and that fact, in itself, was sufficient to insure 
me a warm reception. 

Had the electors been free agents, it is 
just possible I might have been differently 
n^eeived. 

Thovo were seven applicants for the situa- 
tion, including myself ; two of these, however, 
failed to put in an appearance on the morning 
o( the election, and were, ipso factOy dis- 
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qualified, personal attendance before the Com- 
mittee being indispensable ; three were under 
age ; and thus the number of candidates who 
went to the poll was, by elimination, reduced 
to two, viz. — ^Dr. Dunderhead and myself. 

Dr. D. was a local man, and had moved 
heaven and earth, so to speak, to secure for 
himself a majority of votes, but with indifferent 
success: the agent did not approve of him; 
and, moreover, had decided upon giving me 
the appointment. 

I was elected, of course, and immediately 
wrote a long letter to Emma, announcing my 
" good fortune," and speedy return to Dublin. 

She has since declared that it was the most 
melancholy and altogether imsatisfactory epistle 
I have written to her— a fact which may be 
accounted for in several ways. 

In the first place, I had only had two short 
notes fi:om her during the whole period of my 
stay at Dumfemaghalee, although I had written 
long letters to her every day ; and if my last 
was unsatisfactory, both of hers were pre- 
eminently so. 

I was far, however, from suspecting how 
much cause she had to depress her; and failed, 
in consequence, to appreciate the devotion that 
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prompted her to hide from me the depth of 
trouble into which she had fallen during my 
brief absence from her side. 

Again, although I was most anxious, for 
obvious reasons, to secure the appointment, 
I was truly sorry when I knew for certain that 
I had been elected, and must henceforth, for 
an unknown number of weary years, make up 
my mind to reside amidst the utter bleakness 
of Dumfemaghalee. 

Ah, me! the dreary weariness of its one long, 
shabby-looking street! — ^the frowsy, be-draggled 
appearance of its slatternly female, the reckless 
care-about-nothing air of its ragged male in- 
habitants, and the neglected aspect of its youth 
of either sex, that gathered round the Court 
House, on that bleak March morning. 

Ah, me! what a tiresome hour we spent, 
walking up and down before that building, 
wherein our fate was, apparently, being fairly 
decided. Dr. Dunderhead and I. 

As the minutes passed the place grew more 
and more distasteful to me; and yet I had 
liked it well enough on my arrival just a week 
before. 

I feared I must be very fickle-minded ; but 
forgot the element of hope I had lost, — the 
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secret hope that, after all, I might be re- 
jected. 

But it was now all over ; my fate, for some 
years, at least, was fixed. What changes in one's 
sentiments an konr or two will sometimes work! 

The Chairman congratulated me ; the Com- 
mittee, individually and collectively, congratu- 
lated me ; one of the Committee-men offered to 
provide me with a house, and another with a 
horse; while a third carried me off to see a 
poor fellow, a protege of his, who was in the 
last stage of consumption, and seemed much 
disappointed that I did not cure him on the spot. 

I had been asked, when called before the 
Committee, amongst other questions, whether I 
was married. I felt my face glow, as I replied 
that I was not, but soon hoped to be. 

Feared to be," corrected one of the farmers; 
whereupon a laugh went round the table, as 
much at his expense as mine. 

Never mind," I said, ^Hhey can laugh 
who win ; " and seeing I was about to become 
possessed of the very charmingest wife that 
ever fell to the lot of a man, I think I had 
good cause to rejoice, and so I did. 

I was provided with a number of testi- 
monials, of course. Some of these were absurd 
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enough, and most of them a great deal too 
flattering. I had one from the Professor and 
one from my friend Charley, in his clerical 
capacity, but these I suppress. 

I say, old chap, shall I write you a testi- 
monial?" inquired my friend Robert. ^^I'll 
touch up your yirtues in all the colours of the 
rainbow." But I had sufficient modesty, or self- 
denial, to decline the flattering offer. 

To say that I regretted my success, would be 
far short of the truth — ^in my secret heart I 
loathed it. I was almost in despair at what 
should have delighted me : truly human nature 
is an inexplicable riddle. 

After the election I dined with the agent, 
who was again good enough to express the 
satisfaction he felt at having had it in his power 
to bestow the vacant appointment upon one so 
admirably qualified to fill it. 

My modesty was truly put to shame more 
than once that afternoon, and it was with a 
feeling of great relief I took my place upon 
the car that was to convey me back to Penny- 
letter. 

Could I have guessed the news that awaited 
me at my journey's end, my satisfaction would, 
undoubtedly, have been changed into regret, 
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while my anxiety to reach Dublin would have 
been a million-fold increased. 

It is well we cannot penetrate the fixture. 

At the Terrace all was as usual. I arrived 
just at dinner-time, and was forced to submit 
to another round of congratulations. 

I imagined Miss Femley wished to embrace 
me, and kept out of her reach. 

^'Ye'U be wantin' a wife now, Mr. Coch- 
rane," drawled Miss Sharman. 

^' I have one bespoke, thank you," I replied, 
to the evident surprise of the whole community. 

Well, now, aint you a sly-boots." It was 
Miss Sharman who spoke. 

Is it Miss M^Lachlan, if that's a fair ques- 
tion? " asked Miss Fernley, with much appear- 
ance of interest. 

It is not a fair question," I replied ; ^' but, 
nevertheless, I don't mind saying it is not any- 
body else." 

It's a beautiful country you 're going to live 
in, anyway," put in one of the clerks, good- 
naturedly pitying my confusion. I was born 
within a few miles of Dumfernaghalee, and 
know the whole place well: it 's a garden, it is, 
in the summer." 

"And a Slough of Despond in the winter^'* 
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I was discontented and peevish enough to 
reply. 

How I envy you all the butter an' eggs^ 
ye '11 be aitin'," remarked Miss Sharman, whose 
fondest thoughts were ever fixed upon her 
palate. 

If Charles had the curacy down there now, 
Mr. Cochrane, it would be very nice for both of 
you/' remarked Miss Fernley, blandly smiling. 

I thought so too, but had no time to spare 
for conversation, and nodded an acquiescent 
reply. I was in a hurry to reach The Grove. 

I was very hungry, for I had eaten nothing 
since morning ; so, after hastily swallowing a 
few mouthfuls, I begged to be excused, and 
rushed up to my own room, looked at my birds^ 
which I found were flourishing — I had made 
them over to my landlady's care during my 
absence — ^made a rapid, and necessarily im- 
perfect, toilet, rushed downstairs, called a cab 
jfrom the neighbouring stand, and drove off as 
(juick as the horse could go to Clonskeagh^ 
whore I, fortunately, dismissed my Jehu at 
the gate of The Grove. 

I had to ring three times before the lodge- 
koepor appeared: at the thii'd summons she 
I'uiue out, very leism-ely t}dng on her apron. 
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" Well, Mrs. Mackey," I said, as she delibe- 
rately unfastened the gate, how are they all 
at the house ? " 

Instead of answering me, she remarked, as 
if speaking to herself, " I see, she hasn't told 
him." 

Told me! — who hasn't told me? — what 
do you mean ? " Her manner was so peculiar, 
that I, instinctively, felt there must be some- 
thing very wrong. 

The woman positively smiled. 

What is it ? " I asked again; ^^what has 
happened ? " 

Happened ? " she repeated, slowly. 
" Wasn't it artfiil of her not to tell you !" 

She must be intoxicated, I thought, and 
rushed olBF, taking a short cut across the lawn. 

He shot himself through the head the very 
day you went down to the country!" shouted 
the woman after me, in a loud and mocking: 
tone of voice, that haunted me for many a day 
after. 
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